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THE PLEASURE GARDEN: A PLAY IN 
FOUR ACTS, BY BEATRICE MAYOR 
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CHARACTERS 


A Srupenr. 

A Man Smoxina. 

fae A Woman Sewina. 

A GENTLEWOMAN. 

An Actor. 

A Gtr. 

A Hussanp. 

A WIFE. 

A Poet. 

A Ricw Lapy. 

A Mantp. 

A Youna Man. 
Topsy. 

A Ciercyman’s WIFE. 
A Port’s Wire. 

A Retirep Maysor. 
First Neiaupour. 
Sreconp NEIGHBOUR. 

A Gtrat with a SMILE. 
A Waitress. 

First Facrory Girt. 
Sreconp Facrory Gir. 


The action of the play takes place in a 
public garden. 


Norre.—Should the cast be considered too long for acting 
purposes, the 2nd Scene of the 2nd Act can be omitted. This 
will reduce the cast to 14, as, in any case, all the smaller parts 


can be doubled and trebled. 
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This play was first produced by the Stage Society 
& 2 at the Regent Theatre on June 29th, 1924. 

ae P Applications for permission to perform this play, — s " eS 
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THE PLEASURE GARDEN 


ACT I 
UNDER THE TREES 


It is July. The sun blazes. Yet here, under the trees, 
is cool shade. To the back are to be seen tree 
trunks. There is a pathway in front. Upon a 
long seat, centre, and half way back, sit a 
STUDENT, @ GENTLEWOMAN, and @ MAN SMOKING. 
The stuvEnt, extreme left of the seat, sits huddled 
up, poring over a book. He is young. Small. 
Wears spectacles. Has fair, untidy hair. When 
speaking, his face lights up—eager, sym- 
pathetic, yet somehow aloof. The GENTLEWOMAN 
is 42. She is angular. Has a sallow com- 
plexion. Is a little scared-looking. She sits 
staring before her—straight, forward upon her 
seat. Her hands are clasped upon her knees. 
Expression of dazed desolation—uncomplaining 
surrender to she knows not what. Newt to her 
is the mAN smoxine. Elderly. Lean. Un- 
expectedly charmed expression. Pipe in mouth, 
Upon a chair, extreme right forward, sits a 
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WOMAN sEwinc. A tall, peaceful-looking young 
woman—easy, serene movements. As she sews 
she hums. At back, left, upon one of a couple of 
chairs, facing back, dozes the acror. His head 
is propped upon his arm. His shabby, yet not 
unbecoming, hat is drawn across his eyes. 

After some moments enter left a cirt. About 22. 
Regular features. Deep emotional voice. She 
comes and sits between STUDENT and GENTLE- 
womaN, the latter sidling along to make room for 
her. She looks anxiously first one way, then the 
other. The woMan sEwine bends over the large 
work-basket at her side. Searches for her 
scissors. Stops humming. Occasionally her 
voice is again heard during the pauses in the 
conversation. 


cir [Jo stupenT. Her voice low, troubled]. 
Please, could you tell me the time? [He does not 
hear.| Please, could you tell me the time ? 
stuDENT [With a start. Pleasantly]. A match ? 
I’m sorry. I haven’t one. [He reads on.]} 
MAN SMOKING [Taking out his watch]. The time? 
It is . . . twenty minutes past three. 
cirL. Thank you. [She looks both ways again. 
Frowns anxiously. | 
[Enter left a wire. She is followed 
closely by a uusBanv. Both are 
about 40. Both irritated. Ex- 
hausted. They walk across, speak- 
ing continuously. 
HUSBAND [Heavily]. I said nothing of the sort. 
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wire [Her voice high-pitched. Nervy, yet re- 
strained. Very sorry for herself |. Nothing of the 
sort ? 

HUSBAND. I said nothing of the sort. I said it 
was very hot. | 

wire. Very hot! I don’t know what you mean. 
Of course it’s very hot. I suppose it’s my fault 
that it’s very hot. 

HUSBAND. I didn’t say it was your fault. I said 
it was very hot. 

wiFE. Very well, then. 

HUSBAND. Very well. 

[With a great effort, wirE achieves 
a@ moments pause. But only a 
moments. 

wire. I thought I said before we started that it 
was very hot. 

HUSBAND. I don’t know what you said. 

wiFE. You don’t know what I said? I don’t 
know what you mean. 

HusBAND. And I don’t know what we are talking 
about. 

wire. D’you suppose I know what we are talking 
about ? 

[They pass out right. The serene voice 
of the young WOMAN SEWING can 
again be heard. The cir. rises. 
Goes slowly right. Then turns. 

crrt [To MAN smoxiNG. Haltingly. Still anxiously 

looking both ways]. Would you mind telling me, 

did you happen to see any one . . . did any one 
. come here, just now ? 
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MAN SMOKING [Raising his eyebrows]. Did any 
one come here ? 
cirt. In a grey suit. No, possibly a blue one. 
He’s fair. Not... very fair. And... ordinary 
height. 
MAN SMOKING. Somany... 
crt. Yes, of course. Only . . . he would have 
been looking anxiously .. . 
MAN SMOKING [Quietly]. I haven’t seen your 
friend. 
eirL. Thank you. [cirt goes out right.] 
[The GENTLEWOMAN now sidles back to 
the centre of the seat. From the 
ACTOR, asleep upon his chair, comes 
a snore. A second snore. Then a 
third, very loud, and he nearly 
overbalances. 
stupENT [At third snore. Startled from his book]. 
Ibeg yourp . . . [Sees his mistake. Smiles. Reads 
again. | 
[The actor, more securely propped, sleeps 
on. The GENTLEWOMAN glances at a 
newspaper that lies on the seat close 
to the srupENT. She touches it. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Eyeing the stupent. Nervous. 
Abrupt]. Have you an objection? [He does not 
hear. She repeats, precisely same tone.| Have you 
an objection ? 
stupenT [Starting from his book]. What did 
you say ? 
GENTLEWOMAN [Looking sideways at the news- 
paper|. An objection ? 
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STUDENT [Puzzled]. I don’t quite catch . . . You 
want... 
GENTLEWOMAN [Very distinctly]. An objection ? 
STUDENT [With a sweet smile. Still puzzled]. ’'m 
sorry. No. I havent one. [Returns to his 
book. | 
MAN sMOKING. The paper was left here by some 
one, I believe. If you’d care to look at it... 
GENTLEWOMAN. Thank you. [She gives several 
little tugs at the paper, but the stuDENT is sitting on 
the farther end of it. She gives it up. Folds her 
hands.| It is no matter. 
[ Pause. 
MAN SMOKING. Deliciously cool in this shade here, 
isn’t it ? 
GENTLEWOMAN [Who never speaks, except after a 
slight pause]. Quite. 
MAN SMOKING. Yet the streets, what a furnace, 
as I came along them just now. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Toneless. Abrupt]. Was that so, 
indeed ? 
[Pause. Then she takes from little bag 
a small packet of peppermints. Is 
about to take one, but refrains. 
Hands packet to MAN SMOKING. 
MAN SMOKING. Thank you, no. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Still offering packet]. They’re 
MacNicol’s. Scotch. 
MAN smoxING [Bowing]. They look excellent. 
GENTLEWOMAN. Special. To allay thirst. 
man smoxinc. My doctor would, I am afraid, 
forbid it. 
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GENTLEWOMAN [Slowly]. Doctors. They easily 
mistake. [She takes a peppermint. ] 

MAN SMOKING. Do they? Yes, perhaps. Some- 
times. 

[There is a sound of pigeons cooing. 

MAN SMOKING [Picking up a small book that lies at 
his side]. ‘‘Songs of Joy.” I wonder if you 
happen to know them? [No answer.] The author 
was sitting here just now. We got into conversa- 
tion, and he lent them to me. A _ well-known 
writer, I believe. [Turns over the pages.| But 
there’s so little verse readable, is there ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Toneless. Abrupt]. Drakes. 

MAN SMOKING. Drakes ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Dorothea. 

MAN sMOKING. Ah. Dorothea Drakes. No, I 
haven’t heard of her. 

GENTLEWOMAN. The Honourable. 

MAN SMOKING. She writes well ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [After her usual slight pause). 
Weekly. . “* Lady’s Magazine.” 

MAN SMOKING. Ah, yes. [Having closed the book. 
Sighing. Gazing up.| One prefers so much listen- 
ing to those pigeons. 

GENTLEWOMAN [After her usual slight pause]. Is 
that so, indeed? [She is about to return packet of © 
sweets to her bag, when stuvENtT turns. | 

STUDENT [With an eager movement towards her]. 
These pages are uncut. You have hairpins. Would 
you be very kind and lend me one? IfImight.. . 
[He advances a hand. She fumbles in her wispy hair 
and gives him a hairpin.| Thank you so much. 
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[He cuts pages.| This extraordinary heat to-day. 
I felt I must work out of doors. I’m study- 
ing Natural History, you know. This book: 
“ Stalk-Eyed Crustacea”. It’s enthrallingly in- 
teresting. [Returning hairpin.] Thank you. They’re 
crabs, you know. 
GENTLEWOMAN [4 little flustered]. Beg pardon ? 
sTuDENT [Settling himself down to his book]. 
Crabs. [Sees he is sitting on paper. Moves it 
away.| Lobsters, too, of course. [Reads on.] 
GENTLEWOMAN [Having reinserted pin in her hair}. 
Quite. [After some hesitation, shyly, stiffly, she 
advances packet of sweets towards him. He observes 
nothing.| MacNicol’s. [No answer. She returns 
sweets to little bag. Picks up newspaper at her side.| 
MAN SMOKING. Very little news, is there. 
GENTLEWOMAN [4s though reading from a time- 
table]. ** Body in a Sack.” 
MAN sMOKING [Wincing]. Ah, yes. Terrible thing. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Having turned to another page]. 
“Lunatic Amok.” [Glances at another column. 
Reads very slowly.| ‘* Dean’s grand-daughter.” 
MAN smoKING. What has she been doing? En- 
gaged ? Divorced? Eloped ? 
GENTLEWoMAN [Reading]. ““Ina Grove. Gagged.” 
MAN SMOKING. Only catastrophes. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Reading]. ““ Comedian .. . 
MAN sMoKING. Ah. Something more cheerful. 
GENTLEWOMAN [Slowly]. ‘‘ Falls Five Floors.” 
MAN SMOKING [Having again winced]. It seems 
life is a gruesome affair. 
GENTLEWOMAN. Beg pardon ? 
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MAN sMOKING. Life, it appears, can be very 


' terrible. 


GENTLEWOMAN [Slowly. After her usual slight 
pause]. Is that so, indeed ? [Reads.] “* To-night.” 

MAN SMOKING. To-night? [She hands him the 
paper, pointing to some passage. He reads.| “The 
Golden Hall. Sixteen Side Shows. Music. 
Dancing. One Glitter of Delights. Come and 
be Happy.” 

GENTLEWoMAN. One shilling. That’s cheap. 

MAN SMOKING. Itis. Verycheap. [Returns paper 
to her.| You think of visiting it ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Beg pardon ? 

MAN SMOKING. You will visit it ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Turning. Looking him straight 
in the face]. With whom ? 

MAN SMOKING [For a moment disconcerted by her 
tone]. Ah... with some friend . . .? 

[GENTLEWOMAN looks away. Has a 
nervous spasm. It quivers convul- 
sively between her teeth, and, like a 
sneeze, forms the sound of Tzz. 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. [4 distant clock strikes 
the half-hour. She takes from her little bag a small 
newspaper cutting. Examines it.| If you please. 
Queen Street ? 

MAN SMOKING. Queen Street? Let’s see. It’s 
close here. Yes. Hardly beyond the gate. Some 
advertisement ? [She hands him the cutting. He 
reads it.| Ah, yes. You think of trying for the 
post P 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. 
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MAN SMOKING [Reading]. “*‘ Lady requires com- 
panion. Gentlewoman. Bright. Conversational.” 
[Returning her the cutting.| You’ve been a 
companion ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [After slight pause. With de- 
liberation]. ‘Twenty-one years. 

MAN sMOKING. Ah! 

GENTLEWOMAN. Seventeen times. [Returns cut- 
ting to her little bag.]| 

MAN SMOKING [Quietly, and with sympathy]. And 
just now youw’re out of work ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [After a moment’s hesitation, and 
with emotion]. Following an illness. 

MAN SMOKING [Kindly]. You’ve been ill. Was it 
something . . . serious ? 

[Zhe GeNTLEWOMAN looks away. Her 
eyes twitch a little. 

GENTLEWOMAN [With effort. Her voice lowered]. 
So to speak . . . special. 

MAN sMoKING [Softly. A little startled]. You 
mean... 

GENTLEWOMAN [Having straightened her hat, and 
placed the paper, neatly folded, by her side]. Quite. 
[At once, and with a jerk, she rises, and goes out 
right.| 

[There is a pause. Then suddenly, the 
student turns. 

stupENT [Js disappointed]. Oh! She has gone. 

MAN SMOKING [Taking small knife from his pocket]. 
Certainly, they are surprisingly absorbing, those 
crabs of yours. [Gives him the knife.] I have a 
knife here, if you’d care to... 
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stupENT. Thanks so much. [Cutting pages.| 
You can’t think. This little creature: Porcellana 
Longicornis. It’s the stone-crab. There’s an 
account here of its habits. Amazing! One does 
so long to be there on the rocks watching. All its 
odd little ambling movements. The frenzies that 
it works itself into . . . [Eagerly he reads on, knife 
in hand.| Thrilling ! 
[Re-enter right, wire, still followed by 
HUSBAND. 
HUSBAND [Jrritably]. I did not. 
wiFE. You did. 
HUSBAND. Excuse me, I did not. I said this was 
a very pretty garden. I had taken a day off, and 
I had hoped we should enjoy ourselves. 
wiFE [Very sorry for herself]. And you suppose 
I didn’t hope that J should enjoy myself ? 
HUSBAND. I don’t know what you hoped. 
wiFE [Turning]. Oh, very well, then. Let’s go 
home. 
HUSBAND. What’s the good of going home ? 
wire [Turning again]. Oh, very well, then. 
Let’s go on. 
HUSBAND. Let’s sit down. 
[They turn to the seat. 
wiFE [Seating herself next to stupvEnt]. I said 
half an hour ago: “ Let’s sit down”. 
HUSBAND [Newt to MAN smoxiNG]. I don’t know 
what you said. [He gazes indifferently away.| 
[ Pause. 
STUDENT [With a sudden burst of delight]. Oh, do 
please listen to this. As an instance of almost 
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human intelligence .. . [Seeing courte he becomes 
abashed.| Oh .. . [Gives knife to man sMOKING. | 
Thank you. [To wire.] You'll excuse ... [He 
reads on. | 
[ Pause. 
wirE [Her voice lowered]. Can’t you move up a 
little ? [HusBanpD moves about two inches. She 
raises her voice. Articulates very clearly.| I asked 
you to move up a little. 
HUSBAND. I did move up. 
wiFE. Did you? [She gazes indifferently away.| 
[Sound of pigeons heard cooing. 
MAN SMOKING [Looking up]. Delicious sound those 
pigeons do make. . 
[HUSBAND and WIFE remain, their faces 
averted from one another in mute 
hostility. 
wirE [Looking left]. There’s more room on the 
next seat. 
nusBAND [Looking right]. Only it happens to be 
in the sun. 
wire [Still looking left]. It isn’t in the sun. It’s 
in the shade. 
HusBAND [Still looking right]. I don’t know what 
you mean. It’s in the sun. 
wire. The next seat is in the shade. 
HUSBAND [Genuinely misunderstanding]. It’s in the 
blaring sun. 
wirE. The what? [No answer. She gives a 
short staccato laugh.| There’s no such word as 
** blaring ”’. 
HUSBAND. Yes, there is. 
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wiFE. No, there isn’t. 
HUSBAND. There is. 
wire [Feeling victorious]. Oh, very well. [4 
pause. Then she rises. Goes left.] 
HUSBAND. Where are you going ? 
wire. To the next seat. It isn’t in the “ blaring” 
sun. It’s in the shade. 
HUSBAND [Following. Between his teeth]. Your 
temper. 
wire. What did you say ? 
uHusBAND. Nothing. [wire turns sharply. Goes 
right.| Where are you going ? 
wire [Her voice trembling]. Home. 
HUSBAND. What’s the good of going home ? 
wirE [Turning again]. Oh, very well. [Miserable, 
trapped, yet with an attempted air of aloof defiance 
she marches out left. wusBAND follows. | 
MAN SMOKING. Really one quite envies you 
gazing into a green glassy sea-pool, neither seeing 
nor hearing what passes here around you. 
STUDENT [After a moment, suddenly starting]. 
Were you addressing me ? 
[Enter right back the cint. She is still 
anxiously looking both ways. 
MAN SMOKING. No. Oh,no. I was conversing with 
. . [Looks up] that very meditative-looking pigeon. 
[stuDENT is by now reading again. The 
actor has woken up. Rising, he 
stretches himself. He is a fine figure 
of a man. Moody looking. Very 
dishevelled. About 38. 
actor [Having come slowly up to stupent. His 
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voice almost a yawn]. Have you a match on you ? 
[srupENT does not hear.| A match on you ? 

STUDENT [With a start. Drawing out his watch. 
Smiling]. ’msosorry. Ihave one. Unfortunately, 
it has stopped. [He reads on.] 

MAN SMOKING [Taking match-box from his pocket]. 
Matches ? 

actor [Goes to him]. Oh, thanks. [Lighting his 
cigarette. Looking at MAN smoxinc.] D’you re- 
member me ? 

MAN SMOKING. Yes. We got into conversation, 
didn’t we, a few weeks ago? On this very seat, I 
believe. 

actor [Still lighting his cigarette]. H’m. 

MAN SMOKING. Things were going badly with you 
then. 

actor. H’m. ° 

MAN SMOKING. How are they now? 

actor [Indolently]. Rather worse. 

MAN SMOKING. Still no work ? 

actor. Last week I got a magnificent job. Big 
leading part. 

MAN sMOKING. Oh? [He waits.] What happened ? 

actor [With philosophic gloom]. At the second 
rehearsal. 

MAN SMOKING. Same trouble ? 

actor. Blasted idiot Iam. The manager happened 
to turn up. Sacked me. [eirt comes and sits 
centre of seat.| 

MAN SMOKING. So that was the end of that. 

[actor stares at the GIRL. GIRL, dis- 
concerted, looks the other way. 
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actor. So that was the end of that. However 

[Shrugs his shoulders. Takes from his note- 

book some newspaper cuttings. Hands them to MAN 

sMOKING.] Care to see these? Notices of me 

in a play last winter. I amuse myself—torment 
myself, I should say—re-reading them. 

MAN sMOKING. Yes. They’re very interesting. 
[Hands them back.] You showed them to me last 
time. 

actor [Carelessly]. Oh, did I? [Saunters away 
right.| Fact is, ’ma bit dazed to-day. [He glances 
again at the cirt. Then goes round, and back to his 
chair, where he remains, facing back.] 

[ciru still gazes both ways. 

MAN SMOKING. Your friend is late. 

crt [Very unhappy]. Yes. 

MAN smoxKiNnGc. The traffic perhaps. One gets 
delayed. 

cirL. No. 

MAN SMOKING. No ? 

GIRL [With difficulty controlling her emotion, and 
speaking as though to herself]. It’s . . . my letter. 
[Suddenly some thought seizes her. She rises, a look 
of blank horror upon her face.] 

MAN SMOKING. Yes ? 

cirL [The words falling from her like weights]. 
Men... drown . . . themselves, 

MAN sMOKING [Very calm]. Extremely seldom, 
you know. 

cirL [Sitting down, rather ashamed of herself}. 
Oh, of course. Yes. It’s foolish of me. [Tries to 
laugh at herself.| But when one is .. . so worried. 
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MAN SMOKING. Something in your letter you 
regret ? 

cirL [Anaxiety again overcoming her]. Something 
I didn’t mean. Only... he'll believe it. He 
believes everything. 

MAN SMOKING. Even when you tell him that you 
don’t love him ? 

cirL [Startled]. You know. . . 

MAN SMOKING [Smiling]. Nothing. No, nothing. 

cir, [Having risen]. Please, if you should see 
anyone... ifanyone... 

MAN sMOKING. I'll explain. Certainly. [The 
GIRL, still anxiously looking both ways, wanders back, 
then slowly goes out right. MAN SMOKING glances at 
his companion.| Yes, they are indeed absorbing, 
those crabs of yours. 

stupenT [Suddenly rubbing his leg]. Ugh! My 
leg has gone to sleep. [He rises, leaving book on seat. | 

MAN SMOKING [Picking it up]. May I look ? 

sTuDENT [Still rubbing his leg|. Do. D’you know, 
I’ve been reading ever since nine. I’m quite stiff. 

MAN sMOKING [Looking at title]. “‘ Stalk - Eyed 
Crustacea.”” You should take an hour off. 

stuDENT [Stretching himself]. I think I must. 

MAN SMOKING [feading, as he turns over pages of 
book]. ‘* Pinnotheres, or Pea Crab. Gelasimus, or 
Fiddler Crab.” 

STUDENT. That marvellous little creature. An 
account there of its relations with the Blubbery 
Jelly Fish. Ugh! [Rubs his leg.] 

MAN sMOKING [teading]. “* Robber Crab. Spider 
Crab.” 
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stupEentT. And those Spider Crabs. One of them, 
you know . . . But do crabs interest you ? 

MAN sMoxinc. I know nothing about them. 

sTuDENT. Little crooked, comical, restless beings. 
You should study them. Their astonishing 
activities. 

MAN sMOKING [Musingly]. At this moment it’s 
another animal attracts my attention. 

stuDENT [Eagerly]. Some other animal ? 

MAN sMOKING. Larger than the crab, though, 
perhaps, not altogether dissimilar. 

sTuDENT [With delighted interest]. You're study- 
ing lobsters ? 

MAN smoKiInc. No. Not lobsters. [Closes 
STUDENT’s book.] You, a scientist, tell me, has 
it never occurred to you that it would be in- 


teresting . . . well . . . just to watch human 
beings ? 

sTuDENT [His mind as though newly struck]. 
No... No... I can’t say it has. -[He, sits 


down.| Men and women. [He looks about him as 
though for the first time.| I suppose, yes, when you 
come to think of it, they, like crabs, have their 
curious ways. 

MAN sMOKING [Slowly]. Like crabs, their curious 
ways. ‘Their astonishing activities. 

sTupENT. Yet, d’you know, I don’t believe I’ve 
ever thought about it. No. Isn’t it extraordinary ? 
I’ve never thought about it. 

MAN SMOKING. Well, now perhaps is your chance. 
You have an hour to take off. You have this 
garden... 
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[There has entered left a rorr. About 
39. Large lean frame. Strained, 
yearning, discontented expression. 
He holds a piece of paper in his hand. 
He is re-reading some stanza. He 
wanders in, mumbling the lines of 
verse, then stops to make some 
correction. 

STUDENT [Glancing around him]. This garden. 

MAN SMOKING [70 Poet]. Still at work, I see. 

port [Looking up]. Yes. These stanzas. They’re 
. . . they’re nearly driving me out of my mind. 

MAN SMOKING. You should take a rest from them. 
Take a walk round the lake. You never know, 
perhaps the swans there, or the ducks, the pelicans, 
anything . . . You may suddenly feel fresh words. 

port [His face brightening ever so little]. I 
wonder. Possibly. Yes. It’s an idea. Thank 
you. Iwill. [Goes wanderingly out left.] 

sTuDENT [Turning to Man smoxkinc. Puzzled]. 
What’s happening to him ? 

MAN sMoOKING [Indicating the book at his side]. 
He’s composing, I believe, yet another “ Song of 
Joy”. 

‘sTUDENT. Doing what ? 

MAN smoKING. That’s his book. He was here 
just now. But come. [Turns over the pages of 
stupENT’s book.| What do you say to it? 
Exchange studies, shall we, for an hour? Leave 
me your crabs—they look certainly most fascinat- 
ing—while you... 

stuDENT [Ewcitedly]. Yes. Rather thrilling idea, 
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isn’t it? What shall I find? What gigantic crabs 
here swarming .. . 
[Enter left aricu tavy. She is followed 
by a MaID. RIcH LADY is about 50. 
Large. Stout. Expensively, taste- 
lessly dressed. She has a stiff neck. 
MAID is about 19. Strong. Spirited. 
A little crude, yet intelligent-looking. 
Carries cushion, footstool, a lace 
scarf, and small silk bag. RICH 
LaDy is more than half-way across, 
when MAID, seeing seat, calls her. 
marip. Madam, this seat. 
[strupENT rises. Withdraws to back of 
the seat and watches. 
RIcH LADY [Slowly turning. Her neck quite rigid]. 
Ah! 
[marp has already hastened to seat. 
Has spread a large silk handkerchief 
on it. She places cushion at back. 
RIicH LADY seats herself. Presses 
her shoulders against cushion. 
rich LaDy [Very slow. Very clear. Very bored]. 
Too high. 
MAID [Rearranging cushion]. Madam, I’m sorry. 
ricH LADY [Wriggling her back again]. 'Too low. 
maiD [Apologetic]. Madam . . . [Rearranges it.] 
Now ? 
Rich LADY [Having again wriggled]. Right. 
MAID [Taking fan from bag]. Madam’s fan. 
[Gives it her. Arranges footstool under her feet. 
Starts going out right.| 


acti] ‘THE PLEASURE GARDEN 25 


RICH LADY [Raising her voice]. And the whistle ? 
[marp quickly returns. | 

MAID [Giving RicH Lavy a small whistle attached 
to a ribbon]. Madam, I’m sorry. [Goes out right. 
But has hardly disappeared, when ricu Lavy gives a 
short, sharp blow to the whistle. She runs in again.] 
Madam ? 

RIcH LADY [Glancing at her feet]. Crooked. 

MAID [Nervously apologetic. Arranging stool in 
exact centre under R1cH Laby’s feet]. Oh, Madam. 

RICH LADY. Right. 

[MAID goes out again. RICH LADY fans 
herself. 

MAN sMoKING. You have a very obliging little 
maid, haven’t you ? 

RicH LaDy [Surprised at being expected to enter 
into conversation with a stranger]. The girl means 
well. [Gives another short sharp blow to her whistle. 
MAID runs in.] Scarf. 

maip [Carefully putting the lace scarf round her 
shoulders]. Madam... 

rico LADY [Jrritably]. No, no. 

maiD. Too high ? 

RicH LaDy [Determined to be patient]. Put it 
round. 

map [flustered]. Round ? 

RIcH LADY. Yes. Round. 

marp. Madam... 

ricH Lavy. Is it twenty times a day, Chesterton, 
or thirty times, that I must remind you... 
[Touches the side of her neck.| Draught. 

mai [At last understanding. Albjectly apologetic 
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at her stupidity]. Madam, I’m sorry. [She twines 
the scarf right round her neck.| 
RICH LADY. Right. 
[map withdraws again. 
stupENT [Who has been watching the scene, 
interested, puzzled, rather thrilled]. You're quite 
beautifully burrowed in now, aren’t you. [RIcH 
Lavy stares at him. Her neck being stiff, her whole 
trunk turns in the act.| Of course I ought to explain 
my remark. Yes. You must think it strange of 
me just to stand here and stare. But you see— 
well, I've been studying crabs. [More and more 
astonished she puts up her lorgnette.| But now my 
friend here has suggested to me that human 
beings, though of course they’re much larger than 
crabs 
RICH LADY [Astounded]. I beg your pardon ? 
STUDENT [Smiling apologetically]. Please don’t 
think I mean anything personal. It’s only that 
. . . you see, being a student of Natural History 
. . . [She whistles. At the same time rises, and her 
eyes fixed on the STUDENT in mute, indignant amaze- 
ment, her whole body turned towards him, sidles out 
right. He follows, distressed at having annoyed her.| 
Of course I don’t mean that you are like a crab. 
No. Notintheleast. It’s onlythat . . . happen- 
to glance round in search of a human specimen . . . 
[She has now sidled right out.| 
[marp, who has hastened in at the whistle, 
now gathers up cushion, footstool, 
and handkerchief. 
MAN SMOKING [Laughing and rising]. If you’re 


ACT 1| THE PLEASURE GARDEN 27 


going to stir your pool like this, you know, your 
crabs will all run away. 

MAID [Glancing from one to the other. Animated. 
Puzzled]. Oh, I say. Oh, I say. [A violent 
whistling is heard. Maid springs to her duties.] 
Madam,I.. . [She hurries out.] 

MAN SMOKING. You must go quietly. Speak 
to them—yes, if you like. But don’t hurry them. 
They'll soon discover themselves. 

STUDENT. Will they ? 

[actor has come up to MAN SMOKING. 
actor. That young girl who was here just now. 
Did you know her ? 

MAN SMOKING. I’ve never spoken to her before. 

actor. Attractive face. Reminded me of my 
wife in some curious way. ‘The line of the eyes. 
Same hair too. -Different figure though. 

MAN SMOKING [Turning to stupENT]. This is Mr. 
Wilfrid Tremayne, the actor. [sTuDENT and acTor 
bow to each other.| I expect you saw him in that 
play last winter—what was it called ? 

sTuDENT. I hardly evergotothetheatre, d’youknow. 

actor [With friendly melancholy]. Sensible man. 
No more do I, as it happens. [He turns and loiters 


away right.| 
STUDENT. But waita moment. Wilfrid Tremayne. 
Yes,I... [He searches in his memory.] 


actor [Glancing up into the trees]. Do look at 
that squirrel. Don’t you wish you were he. To 
have your home up there in the branches. No cares. 
No ambition. [Musingly.] Peace. Nuts. And a 
little soft squirrel wife. 
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stupENT. Of course. Now isn’t this funny. I 
have heard of you. 

actor [Simply]. It ought not to be funny. If I 
wasn’t such a blasted . . . [Stops.] ‘There ought 
not to be a soul in this garden who hasn’t heard of 
me. Frank, if you like. It happens to be true. 
[Gazes up into the branches again.| But do watch. 
Where’s the man or woman who has the charm of 
that squirrel ? 

STUDENT [Continuing eagerly]. Well, my landlady 
has two daughters. Yes, you’re the man. They’ve 
got your photo. [acror turns.] 

actor [Touched]. Have they really? God bless 
their souls. What are their names ? 

STUDENT. Jackson. 

actor. No, no. First names. 

stupeNT. Let me think. Daphne. Yes, and the 
other . . . Viola. 

actor [With emotion]. Daphne! . . . Curious. 
The name of a woman I once loved. Glorious woman. 
Wonder what became of her. Viola, was the 
other? Viola. [With sentiment.] Ah, sweet Viola. 
She was my first love. Adorable girl. [Gives a 
melancholy sigh.| Married some ass. [His voice 
becomes tremulous with emotion. He moves away 
right.| Memories. Memories. [TJwurns.] But 
those girls . . . [Lightly.] How old are they ? 

STUDENT [Guessing]. Oh .. . Eighteen and 
nineteen. 

actor. Now isn’t that touching. Well. You 
can tell them ... No. Better say nothing. I’ve 
done with pledges. [He ts going out. Speaks over 
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his shoulder.] Givethem my love. [Again over his 
shoulder. His voice shaky.| Tell them to send me 
the photo. Tl sign it. [Goes out.] 

sTUuDENT [Puzzled]. Why’s he so unhappy ? 

MAN SMOKING. Is he unhappy? I wonder. So 
long as there are Daphnes and Violas . . . and 
Marys and Rosamunds. . . . [Enter cirt at back. 
She still watches both ways.| But what do you say 
now? A new species. The idea attracts you ? 

stupENT. I. . . Ihardly know. I feel so puzzled. 

MAN sMoKING. Watch. Study. 

stupENT. And then ? 

MAN SMOKING. Then? Well. Then you will just 
know. You will be able to say, as when you have 
watched your crabs: it so happens. 

sTUDENT [Slowly]. It so happens. 

[Suddenly there is a smothered cry of joy 
Jrom the cirx, as she looks left. She 
waits, her eyes half closed, her hands 
clasped, her head thrown back. The 
two men turn and look at her. 
stupENT. Oh . . . She’s going to faint. 

MAN sMoKING [Very calm]. No, no. She sees 
some one. [ciRL sways to and fro.] 

stupENT [Taking a step towards her]. She’s ill. 

MAN smoxine [Stopping him]. In love, my friend, 
in love. 

STUDENT. In love ? 

[Enter left back a younc MAN. Good- 
looking. Good-natured. Intelligent. 
At this moment he is in a state of 
extreme and unhappy tension. He 
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comes towards the cirt, who waits 
breathless. Some paces from her he 
stops. He cannot look at her. Then 
he fumbles in his waistcoat pocket. 
Brings out a crumpled letter. 

youne man [Scarcely audible]. This . . . [He 
breaks down.| Christabel. 

cir [Staggering towards him]. William. For- 
give. Forgive. [She falls sobbing on his breast.| 

younc MAN [Limply supporting her]. I... 
[Gazing up.]| Oh God, Oh God. [Then with a 
sob of relief, he buries his face against hers.] 
Christabel. 

[stuDENT looks at MAN SMOKING. 

STUDENT [In a low voice]. You understand ? 

MAN SMOKING [Quietly]. In love. 

[Enter left forward wire, still followed 
by nusBAND. They come marching 
in. Their voices beat crescendo. 

wire. Then why couldn’t you have said so ? 

HUSBAND. I did say so. I said when I decided to 
take a day off: ‘* Let’s have tea out ”’. 

wire. And haven’t I said all along: ‘* Let’s 
have tea out ”? 

HUSBAND. Very well, then. Let’s have tea out. 
[wire turns sharply. Marches back.| Where are 
you going ? 

wire [Turning again, facing him, nearly choking, 
and speaking quicker and quicker]. What's the good 
of tea out? What’s the good of tea anywhere ? 
What’s the good of anything . . . 

HUSBAND [Catching sight of stupENT, who watches 
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open-mouthed]. Do be quiet. People will think 
we’re quarrelling. 
wiFE [feckless]. Let them think it. Let them 
think anything. Let them know. I don’t care 
who knows: that this... this . . . this is how 
we spend our wedding day. [Her voice ends in an 
hysterical wail. She hastens out left. HusBAND 
follows. | 
STUDENT [Sill quite dazed by the storm]. I say. 
MAN SMOKING. Married, possibly, for as many 
years as these . . . [Looks at Lovers, who, their arms 
entwined, are now rapturously moving out right] 
have been in love, days. 
[There has entered right the GENTLE- 
WOMAN. Some paces from the two 
MEN she has stopped. They turn 
and glance at her. 
stupENT [Jn a low voice]. It’s she again. She 
wants something. 
MAN smoKING [Softly]. She does: everything. 
[Goes up to her]. Yes. What is it ? 
GENTLEWOMAN [Hesitatingly]. If you please. The 
way". 
MAN smMoKING. Which way was it you wanted to 
go? [Slight pause.] Is it the tea-house ? 
GENTLEWOMAN. Please. 
MAN sMmoKING [Pointing left]. The tea-house is 
this way. You pass the lake. It isn’t very far. 
GENTLEWOMAN [With a jerk]. Thank you. [She 
passes in front of the two men.| 
MAN smoKING [Calling after her]. You'll forgive 
my curiosity, but did you get the post ? 
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GENTLEWOMAN [Having stopped]. Beg pardon ? 

MAN SMOKING. In Queen Street, wasn’t it? A 
post as companion. [No answer.] The lady... 
possibly . . . was suited ? 

[GENTLEWoMAN turns slowly and looks 
at him. Something blank, lost, be- 
seeching in her eyes. Then she looks 
away. Has a nervous spasm. It 
forms the sound of “* Tzz”’. 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. [She goes out.| 

stupENT [Startled. Bewildered]. What did she 
say P 

MAN sMOKING [With sympathy]. She'll never get 
another post. 

stuDENT [In a hushed voice]. But her eyes . . 
You noticed? [Starts following her out.] She 
stared . . . She stared . . . [Goes out left.] 

MAN SMOKING [Calling after him]. Where are 
you going? But seriously . . . Great Heavens. 
He is taking me at my word. [Turns towards 
seat.| Oh, well. [Looks at the book he still holds 
in his hand. Reads.| ‘Stalk - Eyed Crustacea.” 
[He is about to sit down, but stops. Listens intently. 
Looks up into some branches left. Goes slowly 
towards WOMAN SEWING, still gazing up. Speaks 
softly.| Would you like to see something? [He 
points. | 

WOMAN SEWING [Gazing]. What is it ? 

MAN SMOKING. Ssh! There. Clinging to the 
branch. I was sure several times I had heard him. 
D’you see? And behind the leaf. Crimson. It’s 
the crest. 


Act 1| THE PLEASURE GARDEN 33 


WOMAN SEWING [Softly]. A bird ? 
MAN SMOKING. I’ve never known one here before. 
WOMAN SEWING [With sudden pleasure]. Oh... 
Yes. Isn’t he wonderful ? 
MAN SMOKING [Slowly]. A green woodpecker. 
[They remain gazing. 


CURTAIN 


ACT II 
Scene I 
THE LONG WALK 


Half-way back, a row of some six or seven chairs. 
Behind these chairs, to the right, a tree. Extreme 
left, another tree. Upon two of the chairs, centre 
and a little right, two WOMEN sit in conversation. 
One is @ CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. About 35. Thin. 
Pale. Worn. Subdued-looking. The other, on 
her left, is rorsy. Topsy is 34. Good-looking, 
but too stout. Affectionate. Coarse. Rather 
chaotic. Showily dressed. Vermilion lips. 
Upon a single chair, on the grass left back, 
pencil in hand, intent over some manuscript, 
sits the rorT. Occasionally he is seen reading 
his lines to himself. His expression is strained. 
Tormented. 


Topsy [Voluminously, scarcely stopping to take 
breath or thought]. Oh, my dear, you don’t know 
what I’ve been through. The things ve been 
through, oh, my dear. But tell me of yourself. 
What is it, fourteen years? Now I want to know 

34 
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everything. But fourteen years. Would you 
believe it! It doesn’t seem a day. And the things 
I’ve been through, oh, my dear . . . But I want to 
know everything. Yes, and you married and seven 
children. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Her voice a slow, sweet drawl]. 
Six, Topsy. And two are twins. But 

ropsy [Flowing on]. Six, and two are twins. Oh, 
my dear, aren’t youlucky? And it was that country 
parson—that was the last I heard of you. Fourteen 
years! But does it seemaday? And I knew you 
the very second. But, isn’t life funny, us meeting ? 
And the things I’ve been through. Oh, my dear! 
Don’t ask me. But where are we . . . [Brings her 
hand down on her friend’s knee.| Yes. And you 
married and seven children. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [ Quietly]. Six, Topsy. And 

Topsy. Six, and two are twins, and are they girls ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. No. They’re boys. 

ropsy. What. Not all? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Yes, all. And—— 

Topsy. Oh, my dear, fancy that. And you always 
so fond of girls. Isn’t that life? Isn°t that life all 
over? And are they like you, or your husband ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Well, they’re like him. 
Because, you see 

toprsy [In dismay]. Not all ? 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [In the same subdued, resigned 
tone]. Yes, all. 

topsy. My gracious, Laura, you are unlucky. 
Not that I’ve a thing against him. Never even seen 
him. Only you, such a pretty slip of a girl as you 
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were. And, oh, if you weren’t clever in those days. 
You and your mathematics all in a wink and top of 
the singing and a prize poem . . . But I don’t know 
where I am. [Stops for a second to collect herself.] 
Tell me, now. For I want to know everything. 
Are you happy ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Meditative]. I’m not unhappy, 
Topsy. 

rorsy [Her opinion of life confirmed]. There now. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With melancholy]. Perhaps 
. . . ’m not quite as happy as I look. 

torsy. All that troop of children and a good 
husband. Doesn’t that show? 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. Topsy, they’re his children. 
He was a widower. 

Topsy. You never say so! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Yes. 

Topsy. Oh well, Laura. Chicks are chicks, and 
we can’t help it, if they’re not always our own. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. But, tell me of yourself, Topsy. 

rorsy [Off again]. Oh, my dear. Don’t ask me. 
The things I’ve been through. Millinery. Yes, I 
was there two years. Then secretarial. Bored me 
stiff. Then one thing and another. Oh, and I 
forgot, in a chorus. And then there was that tea- 
shop. But to think of us meeting—fourteen years, 
then bang into each other. And you married, and 
mothering a whole bunch of seven children. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Six, Topsy. 

Topsy. Six,and two are twins. D’you love them? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [A little umprepared].I1.. . 
Yes. 
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rorsy. You know, Laura, I once . . . [Becomes 
self-conscious] only you’d be surprised. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. What, Topsy ? 

Topsy. A little one. [Embarrassed, also emotional. | 
Little girl. She died. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Very surprised]. I didn’t know 
you'd been married. 

Topsy. Married? [Fiddles with her little bag.] 
Oh, well . . . [Confused.] He was married. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Staring. Awed rather than 
shocked]. Topsy. 

torsy [Loud. On the defence]. It’s no use staring, 
you know. You asked me, soI told you. And we 
can’t help it. We can’t all marry clergymen. And, 
even if we could, life’s life. And I was always so 
fond of you. [Louder and louder.| You can’t think 
the good it’s done me seeing you. I wouldn’t mind 
what you’d done, that I wouldn’t. Not how many 
children you’d had, and drowned them all, and 
didn’t know who was the father of one of them. 
*Course I wouldn’t. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Gently. Self-reproachfully]. 
Yes, yes, Topsy. I didn’t mean . . . And she 
died ? 

rorsy [With a gulp. Recovering herself]. You 
don’t know what I’ve been through. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Taking toprsy’s hand]. Poor 
Topsy. [Slight pause.| And then? 

Topsy. Then ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. I mean... now? 

ropsy [Evasively]. Oh... one thing and 
another. Secretarial, you know. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Disturbed. Deeply interested]. 
You look rich. You used to be so poor. 

ropsy [With a toss of the head]. Oh, I get along. 
I get along somehow. [There has entered left the 
actor. He comes sauntering along, whistling. 
Upon seeing torsy, he stops whistling. Attracted, 
interested, he stares at her, walking on the while. 
Still staring at her, goes out. tToprsy, automatically, 
and without stopping talking, returns acToR’s 
glance.| But tell me of yourself, Laura, For I 
want to know all. Yes, from the very beginning. 
Now it’s fourteen years. And you married that 
parson. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Who has also watched the 
actor]. Did you know that gentleman ? 

Topsy. Not from Adam. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. He looked at you. 

topsy. Oh, save us, Laura. What a miracle ! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Uncomfortably]. At you. Not 
at me. 

rorsy [Brightly]. P’raps I’m a size bigger. But 
tell me, Laura. Now from the very beginning. 

[The actor returns. 

actor [To torsy, taking his time]. Excuse me, 
can I get to the lake this way ? 

Topsy. Straight along. 

actor. Thank you. [He would like to remain, but 
has no excuse. Loiters a little. Then goes out.| 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Why did he ask the way to 
the lake ? 

ropsy. Bless you, Laura, I suppose he wants to 
go there. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. But he can see it. 

Topsy [Nonplussed]. Oh! H’m ... Oh well, 
paps it came over him—you know—sort of 
talkative. But come. Tell me. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With effort]. Topsy, you only 
had one . 

Topsy [Refusing to understand]. Oh, yes. I never 
had more than little Marjorie. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. I meant ... only one... 
[Looks up at torsy, profoundly disturbed. | 

Topsy. I don’t quite know what you do mean. 
[Then with a sort of rough jauntiness. Crescendo.] 
Now, look here, Laura, if you’re going to start 
questioning, and fast as I answer, staring at me like 
a lily at a frog. [She rises.] Oh, well. Strikes me 
I had better pack off. 

CLERGYMAN’S -WIFE [Drawing Topsy down]. Sit 
down. [With emotion.]| And I’m not a lily. 

rorsy [Having seated herself. Chaotic. Upset). 
You can’t help it, you know. AsI said, we can’t all 
find a parson and six sons. And even if we could 
... I was always so fond of you. You can’t 
think how I’ve felt meeting you. I shouldn’t 
mind what you’d done. Not who you'd gone 
giddying with. ’Course I wouldn’t. Not if it 
was the bishop himself. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. Topsy ! 

roprsy. And the archbishop. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Scandalised]. Topsy. Your 
talk. 

ropsy. Oh, if it’s my talk. I dare say I’ve 
changed. So have you, I bet. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Anyway, I didn’t mean . 
Give me time. Let me think a little. Um not 
blaming you, only . . . I've never metanyone.. . 
any one...who... 

ropsy. For all your books, Laura, you always 
were an ignoramus. Besides, it isn’t as though 
I’m .. . [She stops.] 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Eagerly]. No, you’re not, are 
you ? 

torsy [Looking away]. *Course ’m not. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. It’s just . . . Yes, I think I 
see. Sometimes... love... 

torsy [Evasively]. ve always done my best. In 
every way I’ve done my best. Ill tell youthis. There 
was one boy. I would have boiled in hell for that 
boy. ’CourseI would. Given my whole life to him, 
only to clean his boots. [Then warmly, as memories 
well up.| Oh, he was a prize. He was a plum. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Sadly]. I’ve never wanted to 
clean any one’s boots. 

ropsy. What? Not Mr. 


what is his name, 


Laura ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE.  Clutterbrock’s. Never. 
Though I do clean them every morning. 

Topsy. I bet I know some one whose . . . [She 


stops.| But never mind. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. What ? 

torsy. If you’ve forgotten, never mind. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With a melancholy smile]. 
Monsieur Charmentier. 

roprsy [A touch of curious scorn in her voice]. Our 
fat French piano master. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Quickly]. He wasn’t fat. 

Topsy [After amoment]. Wasn’t he? Oh. P’raps 
Pve forgotten. Anyway, you would have eaten 
his boots. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. ‘Topsy ! 

Topsy. "Course you would. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Musingly]. I did rather .. . 
care for him, didn’t I ? 

topsy [A little roughly]. H’m. You would have 
whipped clean off to Paris if he’d only so much as 
winked at you. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Topsy! He was married. 

Topsy. A lot you cared. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. I wouldn’t have. 

Topsy. Yes, my girl. You told me so. That 
night on the roof. Changed? My gracious, 
Laura, I’m not in it. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Memories flooding over her]. 
That night we climbed up to see the stars. 

Topsy. Oh, get along. To see the handsome 
Emile sitting in his garden. Not that I wanted to 
see him. That’s the funny thing. It was that 
skinny drawing mistress—remember her? Red 
hair. She was my swoon. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. It’s all so long ago. Yet, 
d’you know, Topsy, I can see him now, sitting there 
in the half-light. He was wearing that old velvet 
coat of his. 

Topsy [Scornfully]. So vain. Always was. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Giving herself more and more 
to delicious and disturbing memories]. And how warm 
it was. The scent of the lilacs. D’you remember ? 
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ropsy. I remember we had on our nightgowns. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. And how he drew down a 
branch, and smelt it. Then he looked up. 
D’you remember, Topsy? The moon had just 
risen. 

ropsy [Determined not to encourage romance}. 
And he blew his nose. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Ewcitedly]. No. Don’t you 
remember? We heard .. . a sigh. 

Topsy. He blewhis nose. Ill swear to it. [Laugh- 
ing.| °Cos a cat screeched at the same second, and 
it was all I could do not to explode. That about 
the sigh was in your novel. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Struck]. My novel. I began 
it the next day. I was going to give my whole life 
to that novel. 

[Since some moments, the Port, irritated 
by the TWO WOMEN’S incessant babble, 
has been getting restless. He now 
rises and goes left. An expression 
of acute torment is upon his face. He 
glances at his manuscript. Ina deep 
throbbing voice he drones his lines. 
Words inaudible. 

ropsy. Oh well, Laura, you’ve not done so badly. 
Seven little Clutterbrocks, they’re worth forty 
novels on the subject of Emile Charmentier. Take 
it from me. [Glances round at the vorr.] Ha! I 
thought it was a bumble-bee. [porr goes out.] Life 
is funny, though. To think of us sitting here. . . 
[Looks at her friend, who is staring before her very 
intent.| What’s up, Laura ? 
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CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Tragically]. Life isn’t funny, 
Topsy. 

torsy. What, have I said something that’s upset 
you ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With emotion]. I did love 
Emile Charmentier. 

Topsy. "Course you did. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Perhaps, even, what you said 
was true. 

Topsy. "Course it was. Butthere. Don’t you go 
upsetting yourself for the sake of something that 
didn’t happen seventeen years ago. And if it had, 
a lot you’ve missed. [Cynically.] I know. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Know what ? 

Topsy. Never mind. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. What ? 

topsy [After slight pause]. Nothing. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [More and more expansively]. 
D’you remember his eyes, Topsy? And his voice. 
Especially his voice. 

ropsy. Fascinating. P’raps. Yes, in his way, 
that he was. 

CLERGYMAN’s wiFE. I did love him. Seventeen 
years ago—it seems yesterday. So real. So near. 
In a way more real than yesterday. More real 
than anything since. 

Topsy. Seventeen years it is. Seventeen, my girl. 
[Getting stick of lip-salve from her bag.| And that’s 
no joke. No blinking joke. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. What’s that ? 

ropsy [Exhibiting it]. Strawberry. [Makes up 
her mouth.| Don’t look if you don’t like it. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Shyly]. It must be strange to 
be you. 

ropsy [Suspicious that she is being patronised]. 
Strange ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Struggling with some new 
emotion]. Wonderful. Exciting. Different from 
anything I’ve known. 

ropsy [Still colouring her lips]. There. Don’t 
you go romancing about me. [Slight pause.] 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. I did love Emile Charmentier. 

Topsy. That’s three times you’ve said it. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Tentatively]. You must 
know so much about love, Topsy. 

rorsy [Still making up]. Vl tell you this. Of all 
my ... my friends, there’s only that one boy, only 
Billy, I'd care to see again. [Warmly.] He was a 
prize. Oh, he was a peach. I met him in a train. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Yes ? 

ropsy. Then for five months—five, mind you, that 
was all. [Slowly. Ezxuberantly.| But oh, I was 
happy. Qh 43 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With deep interest. Sympathy 
too]. Then did he desert you ? 

Topsy [Lightly]. We don’t use that word, Laura. 
He just . . . [Gives her lip a last touch.] Life’s 
life, you know. [Returns lip-salve to bag.] But 
that’s quite enough about old Topsy. Now tell me 
of yourself. ‘This Mr. Clutterbrock. By the way, 
Laura, what have you done with him ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. He’s at a meeting of the 
Church Temperance Association. We’re here on 
purpose. 
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Topsy. Oh well, there’s no harm in that. But tell 
me, for I want to know all. What’s wrong exactly ? 
He doesn’t . . . drink, or anything ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. No. 

Topsy. Beat you ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. No. 

Topsy. He’s what you might call a nice man... 
a good man. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Blankly]. He does his duty. 
[Takes from her little bag a small photo.| Here’s a 
snapshot. 

topsy [After rather a long examination of photo]. 
H’m. Married twice, did he? Who was his first 
wife, Laura ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. His cousin. 

ropsy [Still eyeing the photo]. Oh, well. ’Course 
he isn’t Adonis.. Nor is he exactly brainy, either. 
But he’s something. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Drearily]. What ? 

Topsy. Come, now. He doesn’t go gallivanting. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Taking photo back]. No. 

topsy. What made you marry him, Laura ? 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Tonelessly]. Father advised 
me. He said perhaps no one else would ask 
mez: 
topsy. Shame! And you such a pretty slip. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. No, Topsy. At least... 
men never thought me pretty. 

torsy [Indignantly]. Pigs, then. But come, 
Laura. We always told each other everything. 
You’re not happy. Yet you’re not unhappy. How 
is it you feel? Sortof.. . [cLERGYMAN’s WIFE rises. | 
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CLERGYMAN’S wIFE [Very agitated. Staring before 
her]. I know now. I’m dead. 

Topsy. Oh, go on! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Yes, Topsy. Dead. 

Topsy. Sort of asleep, d’you mean ? 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. Yes. Asleep. Oh... 

topsy. Anyway, take it from me, asleep or awake, 
you’re a lucky woman. I envy you. There! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Sitting down again, and with 
a sudden catch in her voice, pressing herself against 
her friend]. No. 

topsy. Whatever’s come over you, Laura ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [father wildly]. Stop me. I 
mustn’t say it. 

Topsy. Say what, Laura ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Don’t let me say it. 

Topsy. Say what ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Seems about to say something, 
then, with a sob, buries her face against toprsy’s 
shoulder]. ’'m wicked ... wicked... 

Topsy [Surrounding her with a caressing arm]. 
There, there. Don’t you take on like this. Precious 
pet. Haven’t I been and upset her? Whoever 
would have thought just talking about old days... 
There—there. But say what, Laura ? 

[Since some moments the face of the 

STUDENT, eager, dismayed, very sym- 

pathetic, has appeared, peeping out 

from behind the tree, extreme right. 

stupent [For the moment forgetting himself. 

Stepping forward. His voice an echo]. Say what ? 
[Both women start. | 
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topsy [Looking round]. Hallo. 

sTuDENT [Much excited]. Do forgive me. I... 
I ought not to have overheard, I know, but... . 

topsy [Laughing]. Oh, my gracious, Laura. 
How’s this? All our choice secrets flying abroad. 
[ZosrupEnt.] Old school-fellows, you know. Bang 
into each other after fourteen years. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Quickly. Not yet recovered, 
and shocked at torsy|. Don’t laugh, Topsy. Don’t 
talk. 

sTUuDENT [Drawing back]. I’m sorry, I . . . [Goes 
left.| I won’t disturb you. [He disappears behind 
a tree extreme left back.]| 

torsy [Having gazed after stuDENT]. He’s a queer 
mouse. Butcome. Cheer up, Laura. You know, 
we none of us like life. 

[sruDENT’s face is again seen peeping. 
Look of blank consternation. 
sTUDENT [Scarcely audible]. What? [He disappears 
again. | 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Calmer now]. You must think 
me very foolish, Topsy. And wicked. 

ropsy. If you’re going to talk like this, I shall 
think you’re cracked. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Father always said it’s wicked 
to be discontented. And itis, of course. Yet... 


Oh, I don’t know . . . Topsy, what happened to 
him ? 
topsy. Him? .. . Oh, Emile. 


CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Did you ever hear ? 
ropsy [Fidgeting]. You know, Laura, he wasn’t 
quite what you thought. He wasn’t exactly a hero. 
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CLERGYMAN’S wire. I wasn’t asking after a hero. 
What happened to him ? 

[Pause : topsy looks embarrassed. 

Topsy [Hesitatingly]. Now, Laura . . 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Yes ? 

Topsy. I wasn’t going to tell you. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Alarmed]. He died. 

Topsy [Reassuringly]. Oh, no, he didn’t. Oh, no. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Staring at rorsy]. Then. . . 

topsy [After a pause. With difficulty, yet resolute]. 
P’raps I'd better tell you. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Scarcely audible]. Topsy .. . 

Topsy. Yes. You’d better know. Well, it was 
some years after. Quite by accident. We met, 
you know. In an hotel. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Breathlessly|]. Yes? [Pause. 
She guesses.| Topsy ! 

ropsy. Oh, well. [She fiddles with her little bag.]| 
You can’t help it, you know. Life’s life. [Pause.] 
And the funny thing is it all seems like nothing now. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Her voice shaking]. You... 
loved .. . him? 

Topsy [Having tried to remember]. For just those 
months, yes. [Emphatically.| Idid. [Adds lightly, 
cynically.| If that’s love. 

CLERGYMAN’S wIFE. If what’s love ? 

topsy. When you’re blind. Mad. Don’t know 
what you’re doing. You know, Laura. Some- 
thing sort of seizes you. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Her voice a ghost’s|. No, I 
don’t know. 


Topsy. Oh, it’s frightful. 
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CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. And he... . like that ? 
topsy [For the first time with bitterness]. He ? 

Oh ... His little girl, Think he came to see 
her? Once. Then he asked: was I quite sure she 
was his. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Overwhelmed]. His . . . child. 

topsy. You don’t know what I’ve been through. 
[Pulling herself together.| Gracious, Laura, if you 
start me thinking . . . 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Her eyes fixed before her. Her 
voice trembling, and crescendo]. I will say it. I 
envy you. 

torsy [Uncomprehending]. Envy me ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Envy you. 

topsy [Trying hard not to be hysterical]. Oh, 
don’t make me laugh. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Envy you ! 

topsy. Don’t make me cry. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Envy you ! 

topsy. Don’t make me scream ! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Wildly, flinging her arms 
round her friend]. Topsy, you have loved. You 
have lived. 

ropsy [Inarticulate. Gesticulating]. But it’s all 
nothing . . . nothing. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Recovering herself a little. 
Withdrawing her arms. Her voice lowered]. And 
since. Have you heard ? 

rorsy [After a slight pause]. Now you'll be calm, 
Laura. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Reading toprsy’s mind]. You 
met him again. Yes. 

D 
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ropsy [Jerkily]. Funnily enough . . . this last 
winter. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. And he came to see you. 
[Excitedly.} Yes... he visits you now. 

ropsy [After a slight pause, her voice sounding 
strange]. °Casionally. 

CLERGYMAN’S wIFE [Again overcome]. He still 
loves you. 

torsy. Don’t keep on about love, Laura. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE. Yes. Yes. He loves you. 
That is love. 

ropsy [Roughly]. It’s no more love than the gin 
I take after he’s gone. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. You’ve seen him lately ? [No 
answer.| Yes, you have. When last? ‘Tell me, 
when last ? 

Topsy [Hesitatingly]. I shouldn’t like to give you 
a shock, Laura. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Tell me. 

[ Pause. 

Topsy. You see . . . [She tries to speak lightly] 
funnily enough . . . last night. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Staring before her. Faintly]. 
Last night. [She rises.] 

Topsy [Gesticulating. Helpless]. But it’s all 
nothing, child. Nothing. [Herself much upset, she 
draws her friend down.| There, there. Precious 
pet. I didn’t mean to make you unhappy. [crerey- 
MAN’S WIFE remains rigid, her eyes fixed before her.| 
Think he’s worth it, Laura? Think any of them 
are? Think Id care if they all drowned ? Or they 
care if I drowned? You’ve got a home. Oh, if I 
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had a home, and my little girl. Ive got nothing— 
no one. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With a sudden passionate out- 
burst]. Take them. Take everything. Give me your 
nothing. [Buries her face against torsy’s shoulder.| 

[STUDENT is seen peeping from behind 
the tree. 

Topsy. You don’t know what you’re talking about. 
You don’t know what it’s like to be me. To have 
nobody—nothing. If I start thinking . . . but I 
daren’t. Where am I going? What’s it all for? 
Why was I born ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. You have started me thinking. 
What’s my life for? Why was I born? Topsy, 
I... [She is about to fling herself sobbing on to her 
Jriend’s shoulder, when she sees stuDENT, who has now 
advanced a little. Quickly she draws herself up.| 
Oleic: 

stupEeNT [Abashed]. Please, I ... I won’t disturb 
you. [He withdraws. Remains wandering at back, 
his face averted. | 

torsy [Having looked round]. What is he buzzing 
about after ? But look here, Laura, we can’t carry 
on like this. Couple of lunies. Haven’t we been 
and upset ourselves? And how’s the time? [Looks 
at her wrist-watch.]| Gracious! I must gallop. 
My hairdresser. [#ises.] But listen. You’re not 
going home to-night. And we haven’t a quarter 
finished talking. Will you meet me here at seven, 
and we'll dine ? 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Having risen. Still dazed]. 
Yes. ..no... I don’t know. 
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torsy [Resolutely]. Now you'll meet me here at 
seven. So promise. 

CLERGYMAN’S wiFE [Vaguely]. Yes. 

topsy. Good-bye, duck. [Kisses her. Goes 
hurriedly right. Calls over her shoulder.] Now you'll 
meet me. Promise. Promise. [Zhe acror has 
come in right. They collide forcefully. Topsy 
smiles. Very genial.| Oh,I’msorry! Ididn’t see. 

actor. Quite all right. 

[rorsy hurries out. acror turns and 
looks after her. Then he goes up 
to CLERGYMAN’S WIFE, who has sat 
down again. Raises his hat. 

actor. Do you mind my asking you—who is 
your friend ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. I... [Js quite unable to 
answer. With a sob, covers her face with her hands. 
Rises and hastens out left.| 

actor [Distressed]. Do forgive me. I didn’t 
mean to . . . I’m so sorry. 

[stuDENT has come up. 
actor. What’s the matter with her ? 

sTuDENT [Distressed]. I don’t quite understand, 
bathe 

Actor [With sentiment]. Women’s hearts. 

STUDENT. She’s in love. 

actor. Well. Naturally. 

stuDENT. What do you mean ? 

actor [Carelessly]. Who isn’t? But her friend. 
[Gazes after rorsy.] Striking-looking, isn’t she ? 
Knows how to walk too. Magnificent walk. That’s 
the way a woman should walk. I wonder who she is? 
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sTuDENT [Tragically]. She wonders why ever she 
was born. 

actor. But, of course. 

STUDENT. Of course ? 

actor. Well I mean... who doesn’t? [He 
wanders out right.| 

STUDENT [Disturbed]. What ? 

[The vort has come in left. He is 
miserably worrying over his lines 
STUDENT turns. POET stops to make 
some correction. Enter left also the — 
POET'S WIFE. About thirty-three. 
Frail. Large-eyed. Gentle. Pictur- 
esque frock. 

POET'S WIFE [Approaching her husband. Softly, 
reluctantly, as though rousing some angel from a 
trance]. I don’t. wish to disturb you, dear, but .. . 
[Very irritable, he motions her away. She attempts 
again.| It’s only, dear . 

Poet [T'urning. With wearied exasperation]. Yes, 
Margaret ? 

poEr’s wiFE [Softly]. I've brought tea, dear. 
And how has it been going? Better? Come. Say 
better, dear. I’m sure it has. [With a sudden 
spasm of irritable despair, port tears up the sheet 
of paper he holds.| Dearest. [Much distressed 
she starts picking up the pieces of paper.| 

port. Margaret, leave them. ‘The lines are bad. 
They’re bad. [His face all twisted with despair, he 
moves away. Takes from his pocket another sheet of 
paper, which he peruses.| 

POET’S WIFE [Still picking up pieces of paper]. We 
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must have faith, dear. [Shakes her head at him 

sorrowfully.| Always faith. [Having read one 

piece, she goes on tip-toe to her husband. Very 

secretively slips the pieces of paper into his pocket. | 
port [Jrritably]. What is it, Margaret ? 

POET’s wIFE [Playful. Her voice a melodious sing- 
song]. Nothing, dear. Nothing. Nothing. [Turns 
to go out.| 

sTuDENT [Who has picked up piece of paper she has 
overlooked. Giving it to her]. You've forgotten... 

POET’S wiFE [Smiling. Grateful. Gracious]. You 
are kind. [Whispering.]| My husband, you know 

. so impetuous. 

STUDENT. He is composing, I understand, a Song 
of Joy. 

PorT’s WIFE. Ah! You know his work. That is 
nice. [Fervently enthusiastic.] So beautiful, those 
songs. I wonder if you would like... [Going 
to her husband.| 'Toodles, dear. Here’s some one 
knows your work, and admires it so much. 

sTuDENT .[ Rather awkward]. I don’t really know 
it. But you are composing, I understand, a Song 
of Joy. 

poet [Irritable at being again interrupted, yet 
anxious to appear polite, especially to an admirer}. 
Well. As it happens, no. This is: [Reads] ‘* The 
Eestatic Hour.” 

POET'S wiIFE. So beautiful. [She leads strupEnT 
away.| But if you don’t mind . . . [Smiles mean- 
ingly at him.| You'll understand, I’m sure... 
[She whispers something in stupENT’s ear.| 

port [Looking at her. Suspicious]. Margaret. 
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POET’S wiIFE. Toodles? [She goes to him.| 

poeT. You're not talking about me ? 

POET'S wiFE [A little foolishly]. Oh... Well, 
dear 

sTuDENT [HKagerly]. She has only been telling me 
something so nice. About your being a genius. 

[porr appears convulsed. Speechless. 
He moves away right. sTuDENT 
draws back a little, though remains 
listening. 

POET’S WIFE [Following her husband]. Dear one... 

Poet [Jn a low voice and as restrained as he can be. 
His tone one of patient long-suffering]. Margaret, 
I’ve asked you and asked you not to tell people 
that I’m a genius. 

POET'S WIFE [Meek, apologetic]. But 'Toodles, 
Kleaeso 

port. And I’ve asked you also, Margaret, not to 
call me Toodles out of doors. 

POET’S WIFE [Bowing her head]. Yes, dear. 

port. As for telling people ’m a genius, I’ve 
explained and explained to you the sort of torment 
that I’m in. I can’t write. Dve no ideas. No 
vision. IT...I1...I1 [Inarticulate with despair 
he gazes into the trees right. In a tone of agonised 
resignation.]| God. I envy those sparrows. 

POET’S WIFE [Very, very meek]. Yes, dear. [Re- 
turns to sTuDENT. Glances back at her husband. 
Says sorrowfully, adoringly, in a hushed voice.| And 
then he tells us he is not a genius. [Js going out 
left, but turns. Calls melodiously|. For the sand- 
wiches, dear. I meant to ask: cucumber or cress ? 


% 
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poet [With controlled irritability]. Oh, er... 
Anything. [The word has a slightly hissing tone 
in it.] Cress. 
POET’s wIFE. Yes, dear. [Goes out.] 
[There is an awkward pause. 
port [Anxious to get back to his work]. You'll 
forgive my manners. But these stanzas. I’m in 
appalling difficulties over them. 
stupENT [Drawing back]. I won’t bother you. 
poEr. I started the wretched thing nearly a year 
ago. My wife and I were in the Tyrol, you know. 
It’s been tormenting me ever since. Really... 
[with an apologetic, twisted smile] I’m hardly fit 
company, I fear. [His eyes on his manuscript, he is 
going out left when a dog barks. With a spasm 
of nervous exasperation he looks round. Another 
agonised smile.| A poet’s life. It’s no bliss, I 
assure you. 
sTUDENT [With sympathy]. Yes, indeed. 
[porr goes out left. There has 
entered right @ RETIRED MAJOR. 
59. Red face. Spats. Cigar. 
He is whistling to his dog. 
masor [Shouting]. Come here, sir. Heel. Come 
here, you scoundrel. Heel, I say. [Sees srupenr.] 
*Pon my word! Don’t stare at me like that, young 
man. It’s the dog I’m cursing, not you. [With a 
gruff yet not ungenial laugh, he seats himself on a 
chair right centre.| °Pon my word! 
[Enter left forward cir and youne 
MAN. They are in dispute. They 
walk separately. 


*, 
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youne MAN [Helplessly]. Christabel. It’s not 
fair of you to say that. [srupent listens attentively. |] 
Oh, how could I have meant that? Darling, you 
must believe me. [Takes her hand.] Say you 
believe me. [Pause. He drops her hand.| You 
see, you don’t. 
cirL [Slowly. Very seriously]. I do believe, 
William, that you didn’t mean that I should mind 
that you should have meant that. 
youne MAN [Turning away]. You don’t love me. 
errRL [Stung]. William ! 
younec MAN [Indulging in self-pity]. The truth is 
you never have. You never will. 
eirL [Deeply hurt]. William. Oh. . . if you had 
ever loved me you could not have said that. 
[ Pause. 
youne MAN [Returning to her. Imploringly]. 
Christabel, we know we love each other. MHere’s 
this glorious afternoon. We. . . we may be going 
to die to-morrow. Yet we waste it like this. Why 
do we? 
crt [Moved]. I know, darling. Why do we? 
[Gives him her hand.]| 
[They go out right. 
stupENT. Well. Why do you? 
mAJor [With startling suddenness, as though 
shouting an order to his battalion]. Heel, sir. 
[srupenr starts. Stares at him.]| ’Pon my word, 
young man. What are you staring at ? 
sTuDENT [Going and sitting by him]. Oh, it’s only 
that . . . Well, I don’t quite know how to explain. 
magor [Suddenly clapping his hand on to his cheek. 
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with an exclamation]. Hop! Confound that dog. 
He’s been and upset my nerves. Wouldn’t think 
I was nervy, eh, what? No. People never do. 
[Shouts.] Heel, you scoundrel. [Claps hand on 
cheek.| Hop! 

sTuDENT [Puzzled]. Is something wrong ? 

masor. Is something wrong! [Laughs.] I'll tell 
you, young man. D’you know, I’ve only to shout 
twice at that rascal, and . . . [Points to his cheek.]| 
See? [srupenr stares.]| Heel, you villain! 
[STUDENT jumps.] Bit nervy yourself, eh, what ? 
But d’you see ? 

sTUDENT [At a loss]. No. 

mMasor [Still pointing]. Come, come, young man. 
You see something ? [sTuDENT stares. | 

stuDENT. Nothing. Imean . . . nothing special. 

MAJOR [Putting his face very close to STUDENT'S]. 
Now. What do you see ? 

stupENT [Blankly]. Your face. 

mMagsor [Sitting erect]. There now. Damned if it 
hasn’t stopped. That’s always the way. Three 
times this week I’ve visited my doctor. Would you 
believe it? I had only to say the word “now”. 
I’m damned if it didn’t stop. Makes a fellow look 
a fool. 

stuDENT [Much interested]. May I ask? What 
bas ito? 

mMaAgor. You may well ask. Ever heard of 
“ Fibrillary contraction of Levator Anguli Oris ” ? 

STUDENT. No. 

masor. I thought not. No more had I till two 
winters ago. But tell me. Ever noticed, when 


ScENEI] THE PLEASURE GARDEN 59 


you’ve been out of sorts perhaps, a quivering, 
fluttering sensation in one of your eyelids ? 

stuDENT [Hesitating]. Er ... Yes. Once. My 
landlady said it was biliousness. 

mason. Did she! Well. [Touches his cheek. 
Says slowly.| Fibrillary contraction of Levator 
Anguli Oris. Con—tin—uously. 

STUDENT. Sort of chronic biliousness ? 

masor. Bilious? [Laughs. Scornful, yet not ill- 
tempered.| Lord, man. I’m not bilious. What ? 
With massage five times a week. Special baths, 
and a couple of wine-glasses of special spring water 
every blessed morning. One guinea a bottle that 
water costs me. True. Comes all the way from 
the Ural Mountains. Yes. I pay one guinea for 
every blessed b.. . [Touches his cheek.| Now! 
Look! Quick! See? [srupenr stares.]| There! 
Damned if it hasn’t stopped again. Just to trick 
me. Make a fool of me under my own nose. 

sTuDENT [Still watching. With sympathy]. Does 
it hurt very much ? 

mason. Hurt? Upon my word! Don’t believe 
I should know it was there if I could stop thinking 
about it. 

sTuDENT. Why don’t you stop ? 

magor. Ah! Now you’re asking. Have a cigar? 

sTuDENT. Thank you, no. 

masor [Thumbs in armpits]. Got to think about 
something, when it comes to that. [Shouts.] Heel, 
you scoundrel. [Leans back.| Now, young man. 
You tell me something. For I don’t mind saying it, 
I’m bored. Infernally bored. Ill tell you. They’ve 
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been and closed my club. Redecorations. Modern- 
ising, or some tomfoolery. Modernising! Who- 
ever wants modernising? I’m sure I don’t. Now, 
come. Amuse me. 
stupENT [Bewildered. Oppressed]. Really, I 
magor. And then, to put the lid on. Would you 
believe it? On the very day they close my club, 
my valet—been with me five years, knows me to my 
smallest need—takes his departure. Think there’s 
a maid knows how to wait on you? Now this very 
morning, would you believe it ? No, it’s too much ! 
STUDENT. What ? . 
masor. I'll tell you. One sock inside out. One, 
mind you. One, one way, t’other, the other. 
Would you beli [Touches his cheek.| Now! 
Look! Quick! See? [srupEntr, profoundly oppressed, 
remains speechless.| Ah ha! Sorry for me, eh, what ? 
sTuDENT [With feeling]. I am. 
major. And think there’s a doctor can do any- 
thing for me? Fifteen, I’ve visited. [With a 
gesture of amazement at their scandalous impotence. | 
Fifteen, mind you. [Enter left the rn1cH Lavy. She 
is followed by the main, laden with cushion, footstool, 
etc. RETIRED MAJOR raises his eyeglass.| Surely... 
why, yes. [Z'o srupenr.] You'll excuse. [Goes 
and greets her.| It’s Mrs... . 
ricH LADY [Much pleased]. Major .. . 
[They shake hands. 
masor. How do you do? How do you do? 
RIcH LADY [At same time]. How are you? Aix- 
les-Bains, wasn’t it? Two winters ago. 
[map discreetly withdraws left. 
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masor. And you’re looking grand. 

RIcH LADY. I’m so-so. [Points to her neck.| The 
neck, still, you know. 

magor. Is there no improvement ? 

RICH LADY. But I’m not to worry, Dr. Sir Henry 
Hamilton-Spotbury says. [Gives a short sharp blow 
to her whistle. | 

masor. Now, let me remember. There was one 
way 

RicH LAby [Turning her head left]. This way, 
perhaps, a trifle, trifle freer. But this way... 
[Turns her head right. It remains rigid. Speaks in 
an undertone to Maip who has run up behind her.} 
Scarf. 

masor [Over his shoulder]. Heel, sir. [Then to 
RicH LApDy.]| Oh, but that’s grand. That’s 
grand. 

RIcH LADY [ While matp twines scarf round her neck]. 
And you, you’re looking fine. 

mason. My dear lady, there’s nothing the matter 
with me. Never was. [Touches his cheek. Says 
slowly.| Ex—cept ... 

RicH LADY. I meant toask. How is that naughty 
quiver ? 

masor. No better. 

RicH LADY. That is bad news. 

masor [Eyeing the maiv, who has now re- 
treated. In a subdued voice]. Not the same maid, 
surely ? 

ricu LADY [Whispering]. She’s a new girl. 

masor [Sportively]. You will be off with her to 
Aix next month ? 
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RICH LADY. I’ve been trying her. But between 
ourselves... No. A trifle... well, inexperienced. 
[The mai, very slowly withdrawing, 
has heard all. 
maw [Hoarsely. With blank consternation]. No 
. .? [She remains as though paralysed. | 
RICH LADY. But tell me. [Shakes her finger.| Then 
for two whole years that naughty, naughty quiver 
of yours 
mason. Ah ha! [Pinches her finger.| Still the 
same pretty habits, eh, what ? 
ricH LaDy [Archly]. Oh, one doesn’t change. 
mMAsor. No. We don’t change. We don’t change. 
[They both laugh.| Ha ha! A good laugh. It 
does one good. Why, one almost forgets... 
[Touches his cheek.| 
ricH LaDy. Ah, if one could. [Touches her neck. 
They laugh again. Then turn towards the seats.| 
But come, now. I want all your news. 
magor. My dear lady, I don’t know where to 
begin. Now first. My valet—remember my valet ? 
[He becomes quite excited at the startling news he is 
about to impart.| Been and left me. 
ricH LADY. Never! [She gives a short sharp blow 
to her whistle. | 
masor. Indeed he has. And would you believe it ? 
[Jauntily.] Oh, but you’ll laugh. 
[RIicH LaDy ¢s staring at the Matp, who 
still remains as though paralysed. 
RicH LADY. Chesterton. [No answer. She goes 
to her.| What is the meaning of this, Chesterton ? 
[The revIRED MAJOR remains watching. 
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map [Scarcely audible. Gulping back sobs]. 
IT... eard ... what you said, Madam. 

RICH LADY [With authority. Pointing to the 
chairs]. Set the seat. 

MAID [Without moving]. You . . . promised, 
Madam... 

ricH LADY [Jcily]. The seat, Chesterton. 

MAID. I ’eard . . . what you said. 

RIcH LADY [Lowering her voice]. You were 
- listening ? 

MAID. No, Madam, I wasn’t. 

RICH LADY [Jn an undertone. Her anger growing]. 
In any case, had you any intelligence, Chesterton, 
might you not have understood that, when a lady 
makes conversation to a gentleman, it is probably 
meaningless ? 

map [Her hopes leaping up|. You are taking me ? 
[With a bound of relief she hastens to the chairs.| 
Madam, I’m sorry. Oh,Pmsorry. [She is about to 
arrange cushion on chair, but Ric LADY has turned.] 

ric LADY. In all probability, yes. I was taking 
you to Aix. Since this astonishing behaviour of 
yours, Chesterton, no. 

main [Utterly dismayed]. Madam . . . [The 
cushion falls limply at her side. Her whole frame 
shakes with coming sobs.]} 

mason [With good-tempered reproach. Though 
not quite understanding the situation]. Come, come, 
young woman. Is this the way to treat a kind 
mistress after all she has done for you ? 

RICH LADY. Yes, indeed! But let us go, Major. 
[They start out right. | 


4 
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maip [Following. Beseechingly]. Madam, you 
are taking me? ... Madam... 

ricH LaDy [With impatience]. Will you be quiet, 
Chesterton ? 

mai [Half choking]. I’ve been learning French. 

RICH LADY [Stopping. Wheeling round]. Learn- 
ing French ? ; 

mMAsoR. ’Ponmyword! A verydoubtful occupation 
for any young woman. Hop! [Claps hand to cheek.] 

map. Yes, Madam, and buying books. ’Ere. 
[Sobbing, she fumbles in her small silk bag. 
Exhibits little second-hand books.| “Le Pettitt 
Precepteur.” Cost me ’alf-a-crown. [Chokingly.] 
** Pascal’s Penzies.” One-and-eleven. 

ricH LADY [Furious]. Low French novels. And 
I, who imagined you to be darning my lace. Come, 
Major. [They start out again.] 

map [In desperation]. And, Madam, I’ve lost 
my young man. 

RicH LADY [Again wheeling round]. Your young 
man? I had no idea you had one. 

maip [Sobbing]. I ’aven’t now. I was to have 
married *im, only you promised I’d go to Axlebang 
if I stayed on. I asked him to wait and... [in 
tears| now he’s got a new girl. 

ricH LADY [With scorn]. These intrigues! [They 
start out again.] 

maAsoR [Not altogether unsympathetic to youth]. 
*Pon my word! Girls will be girls, eh, what ? 
Hop! [Claps hand to cheek.| 

RICH LADY. Oh, P’ve done with them. But come 
now. You were just telling me. 
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mason. Oh! [Confidentially.| My dear lady. 
Talking about maids. [Chuckles.]| But you'll laugh. 

Rich Lapy [Shaking her finger at him]. Some 
wicked, wicked story! [He pinches her finger. 
They laugh.| 

mason. My dearlady. This very morning. One 
sock .. . [They go out talking.] 

[The srupENt, who, much distressed, has 
watched the scene, now approaches the 
MAID. 

STUDENT [With sympathy. Feeling helpless]. This 
is unfortunate, isn’t it ? 

MAID [Still in tears]. She . . . promised... 

_ sTUDENT. You particularly wanted to go to 
Aix ? 

MAID. It’s ten months now. . . . I’ve been think- 
ing of nothing else. 

STUDENT [Anzious to comfort her]. D’you know, I 
don’t believe Aix is such a wonderful place. As it 
happens, my landlady had a cousin who 

maip. Not wonderful? Oh! You ’aven’t seen 
*er guide-books. World’s most hexquisite scenery. 
Hazure lake. And a funny-cular railway running 
up a bold craggy peak. As for the hair. Champagne. 
[In tears again.] But I’ve been learning French. 
Heducating myself. That’s what I went into 
service for. ’Cos I want to travel. To see. To 
know. Not to grow hold all in hignorance. 

stupENT [Tentatively. Trying to understand]. 
Ah, yes. And then, when you are educated, you 
expect... 


[The rort has come in left. 
E 
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maip [With despair]. When I’m heducated ! [Jn 
tears:| lwont’. =, ever be"... - 

stupENT [Pointing to port, who stands miserably 
worrying over his lines]. Look. He’s highly edu- 
cated. He not only reads, but writes books. I 
believe he travels too. Yet he’s miserable. Why, 
he envies those sparrows. 

[Enter PoET’s WIFE with a cup of tea in 
her hand. 

map [Incredulous]. What ? 

POET’S WIFE [Approaching her husband]. Drink it, 
dear. Do drink it. 

poet [Writhing]. Margaret, I told you that until 
I’d finished these stanzas . . . Oh, God. [A band 
strikes up a little way off right. The rvoxrr collapses. 
Exhausted with despair, he wanders away left.| 
Now there’s that band. [Goes out.] 

POET’S WIFE [7'o stupENT. Shaking her head 
sorrowfully|. So sensitive he is. [She follows her 
husband out.| 

[A long angry whistle is heard. At the 
same time enter right the acror. 
The maw, who for a moment has for- 
gotten her troubles in watching the 
POET, now breaks down again. 

MAID [Hurrying out. Limp. Crying]. Axlebang, 
She . . . promised . . . [Goes out.] 

actor [Gazing after Maip, with whom he has half 
collided]. What’s the matter with her? [Looks 
at sTUDENT.| Hullo! What’s the matter with 
you ? 


sTuDENT [By now utterly distraught. Raising 
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his hands to his ears]. What is that band playing 
for ? 
actor [Carelessly]. Naturally. This is a pleasure 
garden. [He goes slowly to one of the chairs. Picks 
up a walking-stick that has been left there by RETIRED 
MAJOR. Stands examining the initials.| 
sTUDENT [Sinking on to another chair. Softly]. 
‘esas. 
[There has entered very quietly, very 
slowly, left forward, the GENTLE- 
woman. Her face is only for a 
moment visible. She goes straight 
towards the chairs. Upon seeing the 
STUDENT, however, she stops. Startled, 
alarmed at the apparition, the 
STUDENT rises. Draws away. Enter, 
at the same moment, the RETIRED 
mason. He is chuckling to himself. 
He has returned for his stick. 
actor [Giving him the stick]. Ah. It’s yours ? 
masor [Nodding]. Thank you. Much obliged. 
[He is on his way out when suddenly claps hand 
to cheek.| Wop! [He catches by the arm the 
STUDENT, who at this moment, his eyes fixed on the 
GENTLEWOMAN, is backing towards him.] Quick, 
quick, young man! Now! Look! See? 
sTupENT [Still staring at the GENTLEWoMAN]. Let 
me go. Do let me go. [Wrenches himself free. 
Still steps back.| Wer eyes... [Hurrying away 
left.| This pleasure garden. [Goes out.] 
masor [Gaping after stupENT]. "Pon my word! 
[Goes out.] 
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actor [Quietly seating himself]. Excitable little 
fellow. 

[The eyes of the GENTLEWOMAN have 
followed the stupENT out. She now 
faces the actor. 

actor [Only now noticing her, and disconcerted by 
her look]. Yes? [Pause. He rises.| What is it ? 
[No answer.] I ...I1 don’t understand. [They 
remain gazing at each other. Long pause.| 


CURTAIN 


Scene II 
[Continued without interval from Scene I.] 


A path. At back the curtain, which has just fallen. 
It represents summer foliage. Extreme right, a 
chair. Enter stupent. Upon reaching the chair 

_ he collapses on to it. Sound of band, very 
distant, heard throughout scene. 


stuDENT [Slowly. His head resting in his hands]. 
And they, like crabs, have their curious ways. 
Their astonishing activities. [He glances around 
him. Pause.| 
[Enter right two NEIcHBoURS. Poor. 
Middle-aged. 
FIRST NEIGHBOUR [Slouching along. Weary. <A 
bit lame. Her voice one long drawl]. You don’t say so. 
SECOND NEIGHBOUR [Lean. WSallow. Some teeth 
missing|. True as I’m alive. 
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FIRST NEIGHBOUR. Oh, I am sorry. Oh, I am 
sorry. 

[stuDENT listens. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR. Then of course you ’eard 
about ’er sister ? 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR. No. 

[SECOND NEIGHBOUR whispers something 
in her ear. She appears impressed. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR [4s they walk on]. Scream? 
You could ’ear ’er a mile away. 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR [Drearily]. Then that brother 
o’ theirs. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR. Oh, that ’unchback. ’E’s 
all right. Doing nicely. Married that ugly, ill- 
tempered woman. And of course ’e still ’as the 
jaundice chronic. 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR. Then there was another. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR [With a little grin, as she 
weighs the awfulness of the secret she is about to 
impart]. Oh, "im. ’Aven’t you ’eard? [Whispers 
something in her ear.| 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR [Staring]. You don’t... 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR [As they walk on]. *K’s in an 
asylum now. Padded. [A bell is heard tolling. It 
sounds a double note, which repeats itself at intervals. | 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR. “Ark. [T'hey stop.] 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR. ’Ullo. Wonder ’oo that’s for? 

First NEIGHBOUR. H’m. Makes yer feel queer 
like, that bell, don’t it? Makes yer start thinking. 
H’m. No more jazz nor joy-rides for ’im. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR [As they walk on]. ’Appy 
release. That’s ’ow I look at it. 
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First NEIGHBOUR [Slowly. Drearily]. It’s a funny 
thing, that bell. Whenever I ’ears that bell, I says 
to myself: ‘* My girl, enjoy yourself,” I says. 

SECOND NEIGHBOUR. “Appy release. That’s ’ow I 
look at it. 

FIRST NEIGHBOUR [Ponderously. Insistently]. “ En- 
joy yourself,” I says. Each time I ears that bell. 
“ My girl, enjoy yourself,” I says. [They go out.] 

stuDENT [Who has risen. Softly. Still listening 
to the bell]. Enjoy yourselves. 

[Enter right Girt and YOUNG MAN. 
They walk separately. 

ert [In a pained voice]. William, I do under- 
stand. But .-.. 

youne MAN [Wretchedly]. Christabel . . . 

[stupENT has turned. One glance. He 
hurries away left. But at that 
moment, enter left the rort, followed 
by his wire. They speak at the same 
moment. 

Port | Writhing|. Margaret. 

POET’S WIFE [Offering him cup of tea]. Drink it, 
dear. Do drink it. 

[srupENT has almost collided with vor. 
As curtain falls, trapped between 
advancing couples, he turns first one 
way, then the other. Bewildered. 
Distraught. 


CURTAIN 


ACT III 
Scene I 
ALPATH 


At back, a curtain, representing summer foliage. 
Upon two chairs right sit cirri and YOUNG MAN. 
The cirw’s hat is by her side. She is smiling. 
The YOUNG MAN is gazing into her eyes. 


younc MAN [ With quiet bliss]. I see blue . . . and 
little grey specks. And green. And the tiniest 
golden dots. And... [e1rt daughs.] Don’t smile. 
Don’t blink, darling. The colours go. Now keep 
quite still. [Very slowly, and gazing close into her 
eyes.| A bright, bright orange ... it’s a star 
with points. And oh, crystals. Blue. Blue... 
eirL [Again laughing and burying her face in his 
shoulder]. It’s the sun. They’re just dull old 
green. Cat’s eyes. 
[youne MAN kisses her, then looks at the 
ground a little way off. 
younc MAN [Whispering]. There’s a thrush. 
D’you see? I wonder what he’s thinking ? Staring 
at us. Oh, look. Cocking his head. 
71 
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cirt [Also whispering]. He doesn’t know any- 
thing. Nobody, nothing in all the world knows 
what it is to be us. Darling, I wonder if even you 
know . . . how happy I am ? 
younc MAN. D’you love me ? 
cirt [Rapturously]. Vve never before been happy 
like this. I didn’t know I could be. I real 
know . . . there was anything like this. 
[Enter sruvEnt left. Starts upon seding 
LOVERS. Listens. mS 
youne MAN [Clasping her]. My love. 
cirt. We could never again make each other 
unhappy now, could we, darling? You'll always 
love me like this ? 
younc MAN. Always. Always. 
errt. And I will you. And so... we shall be 
happy like this. 
GIRL and younG MAN [Together]. Always. 
sTuDENT [Jnvoluntarily. In a soft echo]. Always. 
[Lovers start.] Imean .. . [He is abashed at having 
spoilt their heaven. Smiles apologetically.| Could 
you please tell me the time ? 
younG MAN [Lather flustered, looking at his watch]. 
It is ten minutes to five. 
stuDENT. Thank you. Ill set my watch. [Does 
so.| Vmso sorry. Thank you. [Goes out left.] 
GIRL [Once more pressing her cheek against her 
lover’s. Smiling]. You’ve forgiven everything 
now, darlingest ? 
younGc MAN [Giving her a kiss]. Sweetest. 
[They remain cheek to cheek. 
GIRL. So mad, so wicked of me, wasn’t it, to mind 


aid 
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so much. I’m glad, though, I did. I’m glad even 
I wrote as I wrote. Because it’s that that’s made 
us so near. And we’ve never before been near like 
this, have we? [Pause.] Kissme. [He kisses her, 
but without passion.| Kiss me again. [He kisses 
her again, still without passion. She slips an arm 
round his neck.| What’s my darlingest thinking ? 
_ youne man [Hesitatingly]. Only . . . nothing. 
_ Girt [Dreamily]. I know what I’m _ thinking. 
~How for hours and hours I could stay here like 
this. Just quite still... here... by you.... 
Watching those little clouds there sail and sail. 
Now what’s my darlingest thinking ? 

younc MAN. Nothing that matters. 

cirL [Coaxingly]. Tell me, love. Tell me every- 
thing. Everything matters. [Pause. She continues 
dreamily.| ‘Tell me, love. 

younc MAN. Well it was only . . . I thought, 
dear . . . wouldn’t it be nice if we had some tea ? 

ciRL [Sitting up straight. Hurt. Trying hard 
not to show it]. Yes. We can havetea. Certainly. 

youne man [Noticing her changed tone]. You 
don’t mind, darling ? 

eirL [Rising]. Mind our having tea? [Tries to 
laugh.| Why should I? 

youne MAN [Rising too. Distressed]. Mind my 
having mentioned it ? 

eirL. But why, William? Come. I should like 
very much to have tea. [Starts going left.] 

YOUNG MAN [Sitting down again. Miserable]. No. 

errt. Don’t be absurd. [Approaches, determined 
to remain reasonable. | 


& 
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youne MAN [Shaking her off]. No. You do mind. 
Iknowyoudo. Oh! [Buries his face in his hands. 

cru [After a pause. Helplessly|. Say something. 
Do something. Don’t let everything . . . vanish. 

youne MAN [Mumbling. Wretched]. God, I don’t 
want everything to vanish. 

cirt [As calmly as she can]. How long have you 
been wanting tea ? 

YOUNG MAN. It was only when that man asked us © 
the time, I happened to... + 
cirL. You mean your first thought, though at 
that very moment . . . [Beseechingly, as a flood of 
pain threatens to overwhelm her.| Say something. 

Do something. 

YOUNG MAN [S¢ill miserably, his face still buried in 
his hands]. After all, I’ve had nothing since break- 
fast. 

ciRL [Astonished]. Nothing since . . 

younc MAN. Your letter. I couldn’t touch lunch. 

cirL [Falling on her knees by his side]. Angel. 
[He seizes her in his arms, with a sort of sob-giggle 
of relief and adoration.| Forgive me. Forgive. 
Oh, the brute I am. The beastliest brute. Oh, 
d’you hate me? 

youne MAN [With uncontrollable joy]. I love you. 
I love you. 

crt [ Rising, and pulling him up too]. I will, I will 
be different. Come. We'll have the beautifullest 
tea. Nothing since breakfast. [Their arms round 
each other they start going out left.| I will be 
different. [They kiss again.] 

YOUNG MAN. My darling. 
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cirL, You are the angelest . . . [They are nearly 
out. Giri stops. Looks for her handkerchief. Turns. 
Sees it on the ground by chairs.| My handkerchief, 
love. [Slowly she goes on out. YOUNG MAN returns 
Jor handkerchief. Has just picked it up when enter 
Topsy right. She glances at younc MAN; then, 
having passed him, turns. Gives a gasp of mingled 
joy and surprise. | 

topsy. Child. [youne man gapes at her. Drops 
handkerchief.]| Oh, my Billy. [She moves towards 
him, breathless with joy. He retreats.| Child. 
You’re not going to cut me? 

youne MAN [Paralysed]. I... 

topsy. It’s Topsy. You remember old Topsy. 
[ Unable to repress her joy.| Oh, Billy, and only an 
hour since I was talking of you. 

younec MAN [Again retreating]. Topsy. You 
ne eae 

[Enter left the c1ru. 

crt [Smiling. Very gracious]. Is it somebody 
you know, William ? [Pause.] 

torsy [Drawing back between them. Looking 
from one to the other. Grasping the situation]. Oh, 
Iwas... I was just asking him the way. First to 
the right then. Much obliged. Good afternoon. 
[Her lips set, she goes quickly out right.| 

crrt [A little puzzled, though unsuspecting]. 
Where was it she wanted to go ? 

younc MAN [4¢ a loss]. Er... [Blinks] the 
tea-house. 

cirt [Smiling]. But the tea-house? It’s this 
way, William. You knowitis, Tell her. Quick, 
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William. Call her back. [He remains motionless.] 
Say: Hi. 

youne MAN [Without raising his voice]. Hi. 

crt [Laughing at him]. Louder, William. 

younGc MAN [With a great effort, yet scarcely any 
louder]. Hi. 

crt [Having herself called a clear cuckoo call). 
Aren’t you an old silly-billy? When we’re going 
there ourselves. [Takes his hand.| What were 
you dreaming about? [Teasingly, she presses her 
cheek against his shoulder. tovsy returns.| 

toprsy [With effort]. You called. 

cir [Sweetly|. The tea-house is this way. He 
made a mistake. 

rorsy [Ata loss]. Oh . . . indeed. [Fans herself 
with her little handkerchief.| Frightfully piping 
to-day. [Pause.] Ill take a little rest. Much 
obliged. [Goes and sits on a chair right. Remains 
there, her face averted. YouNG MAN stands, his eyes 
jixed on the ground. iru takes his arm. They start 
out again. | 

cirL [Musingly|]. What a curious manner that 
woman had. [No answer. She looks round again. 
Then looks at her lover.| Hadn’t she, darling ? 
[No answer. They go out.] 

ropsy [Scarcely audible]. Billy . . . [Looks round. 
Appears disturbed at something she sees.| That’s 
right. Hold her. Hugher. Don’t mind me. [Looks 
away.| Billy . . . [Presses her forehead.| Oh, my 
head. 

[The younc Man returns. Comes and picks 
up handkerchief. ‘torsy starts round. 


scENE I] THE PLEASURE GARDEN 77 


younc MAN [Much upset]. Topsy. I can’t... 
I'd like to stop and talk with you. I would really. 
But . .. you see... we're engaged. [He turns 
to go.| 
torsy [Having risen. Beseechingly]. Billy. 
YOUNG MAN [Stopping. Genuinely distressed]. 
How can I? ... Yousee, don’t you? [He turns 
again. Goes quickly out.]| 
Topsy [Looking after him]. I see. [Staggers 
towards chair.| Isn’t that life? Isnt that life all 
over ? 
[Enter right the actor. Glances at 
torsy. Walks on, then stops. Waits. 
She has her face averted. Suddenly 
she turns. 
Topsy [Roughly]. And what are you sticking 
there for ? 
actor. Well, shall I speak the truth? You're a 
remarkably good-looking woman. 
topsy [Abandoning herself, venting all the force of 
her tempestuous mood upon him]. 'That’s right. Stand 
there and say that toa woman. Whoare you? If 
I’m a hag, a skin-and-bone scarecrow, who are you ? 
Am Ia queen, an angel, a goddess? Who are you? 
actor [Warmly]. My word. It suits you to be 
in a rage. 
topsy [Exploding]. My word. Blast the whole 
tribe of you. [Bursting into sobs she storms 
out right.| 
actor. Magnificent creature. [Remains looking 
after her. Then turns. As curtain at back rises, he 
goes loiteringly out left.| 


78 THE PLEASURE GARDEN | [acr ut 


Scene II 


[Continued without interval from Scene I.] 


Outside the tea-house. Extreme right and extreme 
left small tea-tables, each with two chairs at them. 
Table right has used tea-things on it. Centre 
back, another small table. Right back a tub 
containing a small stiff tree. Upon this tree a 
notice marked “* Ices” with a hand pointing right. 
At the table, centre back, sits a@ GIRL WITH A 
sMILE. Fair. Red-cheeked. Has a grating 
voice, which she accompanies always by a bland, 
rather stupid, but unerringly amiable smile. She 
is reading from a small paper book. By the left 
table, facing back, stands the GENTLEWOMAN. 
She holds in front of her a chair. Lightly tilts 
it backwards and forwards. Her body sways 
ever so little, and she gazes about, though never 
turning so that her face is visible. 


[Enter left back the srupent. Upon 
seeing the GENTLEWOMAN, he starts. 
sTuUDENT [After a moment. Softly. Alarmed]. 
Can I do anything ? 
[At the sound of his voice GIRL WITH A 
SMILE looks up. Glances at GENTLE- 
woman. Sees something unusual. 
Comes towards her. 
GIRL WITH A SMILE [To STUDENT, with intense in- 
terest. Whispering]. Oh! . . . Something wrong? 


scene 1] THE PLEASURE GARDEN 79 


STUDENT [Drawing GIRL WITH A SMILE away right]. 
Leave her. I should leave her. She’s not well. 
GIRL WITH A SMILE [Anwious to be helpful, and 
smiling all over]. Hadn’t we better undo her collar ? 
Or get some brandy? Perhaps she’s going to 
faint. 
sTuDENT. I don’t think so. I tried to talk to her 
to-day. But she ...I don’t quite understand. 
There has been some post she was after. She 
doesn’t speak. She only stares. 
[Enter right awatrress. About thirty. 
Robust. Hard-working. Well estab- 
lished in life, and appreciates tt. 
waitress [ Carrying a tray of tea-things and calling 
over her shoulder to some unseen customer]. In one 
minute, Madam, in one minute. [Goes to table 
centre back.]| 
GIRL WITH A SMILE [Jo waiTREss, having pointed, 
in a whisper|. D’you see ? 
waitress [As she hurriedly spreads tea-things. 
Glancing at cENTLEWwomaN]. Oh! Took queer ? 
H’m. Lost ’er memory, most probable. There 
was a young girl took like that ’ere last summer. 
[Glances up again.| Has she got a wedding ring on? 
GIRL WITH A SMILE [Peeping. In a hushed voice]. 
I - 00n't . .°. see One. 
waiTrEss [As though that explains everything]. 
H’m. There you are. [Hurries out right, calling]: 
In one minute, Madam, in one minute. 
[Enter actor left back. 
actor [Seeing GENTLEWoMAN. Softly]. It’s she. 
[Goes to stupENT. Speaks in a whisper.] Can you 
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make out? What has happened? She has been 
wandering about some time. 

STUDENT. Yes, I know. 

actor. I tried to talk to her. She turned 
suddenly and fled. I followed . . . but she dis- 
appeared. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Whispering]. The waitress — 
thinks she has lost her memory. 

actor [Moved]. Poor thing. It happens some- 
times. [Goes up to GENTLEWoMAN. Speaks kindly, 
reassuringly.| Better come and sit down, shall we ? 
And we’ll get you some tea. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Or brandy. Don’t you think? 

actor [Looking up]. Brandy? [Then resolutely.| 
No. Not brandy. [Calls]: Here, waitress, bring 
us tea. Do. [Jo centTLEwomAN.]| It’s this weather. 
The sun, you know. If you’ve been wandering 
about init . . . [Draws out a chair for her.| Shall 
we sit down? [Seats himself opposite her. She 
remains standing.| There now. You're smiling. 
You’re .. . [He rises.| You're better. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Hastening up]. Has she 
remembered ? 

actor [Motioning her away]. Sh-h. [Then to 
GENTLEWOMAN.| That’sright. [Lightly supporting 
her, he leads her round to his chair. She is pale. Looks 
scared. Yet is now in perfect control of her faculties. | 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Very slowly, very kindly, as 
though speaking to a child]. See if you can remember 
your name, 

actor. Now .. . [He again motions her away, 
but in vain.]} 
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GENTLEWOMAN [After a pause. ee, dignity]. My 
name ? Maud Hobbs. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Jubilantly, hastening to where 
the stuDENT stands watching]. She’s better. She 
has remembered. Her name is Maud Dobbs. 

actor [Ewasperated]. Now if you would be good 
enough to call that waitress. 

GIRL WITH A smMiILE. She’s still frightfully 
pale. 

actor. [7’0 GENTLEWOMAN, who has now seated 
herself. We'll send you some tea, shall we? And 
a few strawberries. Yes? ... Or tea alone? 

GENTLEWOMAN [A little flustered]. Please. 

actor [Cheerfully]. Tea, then. And you’re quite 
comfortable there ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Glancing at him, surprised at his 
attentions]. Thank you. 

actor [leading stupENT away right]. Poor thing. 
[Looks round.| An expressive face. Must have 
been quite pretty once. ‘Those pale grey eyes, you 
know—have you noticed them ?—they’re lovely in 
a girl. [Looks round again.| May have been 
quite graceful too. 

[AcTOR and STUDENT go out. GIRL WITH 
A sMILE, who had returned to her 
table, now rises again. Takes a 
step or two towards GENTLEWOMAN. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. You feel quite all right now ? 
[Noanswer.| Imsoglad. Isn’t that a good thing? 
[No answer. She smiles all over.| Such a kind 
gentleman, wasn’t he? Such a good thing there 
are so many kind people . . . always ready to help. 

F 
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[No answer.] I expect you'd like best to be left 
alone now. 

GENTLEWOMAN [With precision]. Quite. 

GIRL WITH A sMILE. Yes, naturally. [Pause.] 
We all have our little troubles, don’t we. 
Ye—es. [Delighted at her own active expressions 
of sympathy she returns to her table. Eats. Reads 
her book. | 

[Enter left cirt and YOUNG MAN. GIRL 
looks very serious. YOUNG MAN walks 
at her side. His manner betrays 
some agitation. 

younc MAN. What would you like, darling ? 
An ice ? 

crt [Very politely]. No, thank you. 

younc MAN [Eager. Nervous]. Won’t you have 
an ice? You love ices. 

ert. I don’t want one, thank you. 

younc MAN. Then... 

crt [Suddenly taking his hand]. William. Before 
we order tea there’s something I want to say. 

younc MAN [Blinking]. Yes ? 

cirL [Trying to laugh at herself]. It’s foolish of 
me, I know, but . . . justnow . . . [A ffectionately.] 
I know, darling, you want your tea. I want mine. 
[They have now reached the table right. She draws 
him down beside her.| But sit down. Tl tell you. 
[Slight pause. She tries to conceal her emotion.| It’s 
only that . . . You know that woman, the one who 
asked you the way . . . I don’t know why, but she 
gave me a funny feeling. [Laughs.| So silly of me, 


wasn’t it ? 
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younc MAN [Helplessly]. What d’you mean by a 
funny feeling ? 

cirt. A feeling . . . wouldn’t it be awful if there 
had been something in your life, and I knew nothing 
about it? [Makes a movement towards him.| Vm 
so glad, darling, you told me about that girl you 
were once rather in love with. 

younc MAN [Eagerly]. Yes. I did tell you, 
didn’t I? The day we were engaged. 

cirL [A little chillingly]. Yes. I asked you, 
didn’t I? [Slight pause. She draws herself up. 
Still tries to speak lightly.| Of course, I never 


thought of asking you about ... other sort of 
things. 
YOUNG MAN [Stammeringly]. O . . . other ? 
cirL. I mean, some men ... We know... 
weak men... 


younG MAN [Nervously]. Yes. 

errL [Seriously]. But I knew you weren’t like 
that. You were strong. [Pause.] I shouldn’t 
have fallen in love with you unless you’d been 
strong. 

YOUNG MAN [Quickly]. Wouldn’t you? [Pause.] 

crt [Looking straight at him]. Don’t you want 
to talk ? 

younc MAN [ More and more nervous]. Yes. Oh, yes. 

ctrL [Uncomfortably]. William. That woman 
. . . the one who asked you the way. She wasn’t 
avery .. . nice-looking woman, was she ? [Pause.] 

younc MAN [Suddenly trying to seize her hands]. 
Christabel. Listen. Ilove you. Ilove... 

cirL [Disengaging herself]. Don’t. Don’t, 
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William. People will stare. [They remain side by 
side. Both breathing hard.| 
[Enter warrress with tea-tray. Takes 
it to GENTLEWOMAN’S table. 

waitress [Stopping, as she is about to put tray 
down]. Tea for two, Madam ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Puzzled]. Two ? 

waitress. That gentleman I understood... 
Oh, well. It’s no matter. [Spreads tea-things.] 

GENTLEWoMAN [Jerkily]. Did the gentleman say 
ae id he joo -did he intend 4.5 

waitress [Quickly]. My mistake, Madam. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Looking down]. Quite. 

cirt [Glancing sideways at youNc MAN]. Why are 
you .. . doing that ? 

younc MAN [Breathlessly]. Doing ? 

cirL. Breathing. 

younc MAN [Hardly knowing what he is saying]. 
I’m not breathing. You’re breathing. [WwarrrEss 
comes up to him.| 

waitress [Lifting her note-block and pencil]. Now, 
sir. ‘Tea for two, sir? [No answer.] 

cirL. William, she is waiting for you. 

younc MAN [With a jerk]. Yes? How much? 
[Puts hand to pocket. With an impatient toss of the 
head, waitress hurries away.]| 

waitress [J'o unseen customer]. In one minute, 
Madam, in one minute. [Goes out.] 

ctrL [Unable to bear the strain any longer. 
Rising]. Oh... 

YOUNG MAN [Rising too]. Christabel. I'll tell you. 
Pll tell you everything. I was going to tell you. 
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cirL [Turning on him]. Then there is . . . [She 
draws back. 

youne MAN [Following, trying to seize her hands]. 
Nothing. Nothing that matters, I swear. I love 
you. I’ve never loved any one but you. I never 
could have loved 

eiRL [Quickly]. Hush. They'll think us mad. 

[GIRL wiITH A sMILE has looked up. 
She now hastens to where the c1r1, 
in rising, had dropped her gloves. 
Picks them up.| 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [With a broad grin, showing 
them to the cir]. You’ve dropped something. 

Girt [Without moving]. Yes,I... 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Shall I put them on the table ? 

errt. Thanks. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. I thought I’d better draw 
your attention. [Goes and sits down again. Reads 
her book. 

Girt [Hurriedly, intensely pained]. That woman. 
And you said she asked you the way. I believed 
she asked you the way. 

youne MAN. I'll tell you everything. I swear I 
will. And you’llsee. It was nothing. [They have 
now moved to the two chairs right forward.| My love 
for you . . . Nothingcould matter . . . You'llsee. 

ctrL [Sitting down]. Tell me, then. 

youne MAN [Playing nervously with the chair at her 


side]. Well. It was once... about two years ago. 
cir [Very still]. Yes. 
younec MAN. I... . It was that time I told you 


about. I was lonely. 
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cirL. Yes. 

younG MAN. I met her in a train. 

GirL. Yes. 

youne MAN. We talked and made friends. And 
then I... we...I went to tea. [Pause.] I 
was lonely. 


cirt [Very still]. And she was kind. 

younc man [Eagerly]. Yes. She was kind. 
She ... it... comforted me. 

GIRL “[Slowly]. She comforted you. How? 

younG MAN. How ? 

cirL [Trying to bear the pain]. How, William, 
did she comfort you ? 

YOUNG MAN. She... so that. . . [looks away] 
till I was comforted. 

cirL [As she understands, covering her face with 
her hands]. Once. Only once, William ? 

youne MAN [Weakly]. Yes. Once. [Pause.] 

cirt [Looking at him]. You never loved her ? 

younG MAN [Eagerly]. I never loved her. I’ve 
never loved any one but you. I was fond of her. 
Her kindness. She is extraordinarily kind. You 
can’t think what an extraordinarily kind woman 
she is. 

cirL [Feeling she can just bear it]. And once, 
William. Only once? [Pause.] 

younc MAN. Christabel. [Staring before him. 
After a great effort.| Five months. [With a 
smothered cry, GIRL rises. | 

[Enter stupENT and actor right back. 

actor [With enthusiasm]. Oh, she was a glorious 

woman. I’ve her photo here. [Takes out pocket- 
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book, but stuDENT, seeing Lovers, has already left his 
side. | 

youne MAN [Following crt, as. she retreats left]. 
Christabel. 

cirL [Staggering back]. Don’t touch me. 

sTuDENT [Following them]. Please .. . 

cirL. No. Don’t touch me. 

YouNG MAN [Gasping]. Christabel. Tl explain 
. . . [He follows her out.| 

stuDENT [In despair]. Explanations! Explana- 
tions! [Pulls out his watch. Looks after them.] 
And they vowed. Less than half an hour ago. 

actor [Casually]. Oh, it’s that girl. Attractive 
figure. Have you noticed? So they’ve been 
quarrelling ? 

STUDENT. Tell me. You were so happy with your 
wife. Did you never quarrel ? 

actor. Quarrel with Mary? [Opens pocket-book. | 
With that saint? I’ve her photo here. You'll see. 
[They are now seating themselves at the table right. 
actor who is to the left, gives stuDENT a small 
photograph. Words fail him.| She was a divine 
woman. Just six months we were married. 
[With emotion.] It broke me. It was then I 
started ... 

stuvENT [Looking up from photo. Sympathetically]. 
Ah, yes. 

actor. Never been able to pull myself up since. 
[His voice shaky.| Mary, Mary, if you could look 
up from your grave and see me now. 

stuDENT. The photo is signed Rose. 

actor [Taking it back]. Idiot I am. I’ve given 
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you the wrong one. Yes. That’s Rose. An 
awfully dear girl. She was with me . . . let’s see 

. . one summer . . . [Gives another photograph. 
With affectionate pride.| This is my wife. 

stupenr. Ah, yes. A beautiful face. 

actor [Giving another photograph. With equal 
pride, also dejection]. And my present wife. 

[Enter waitress right. 

STUDENT. You’ve been married twice ? 

actor. Er three times. My present wife .. . 
[wartrEss is clearing the used tea-things from table.]| 
Bea good girl. Getustea. [She hurries away with 
the tray. He calls after her.} You will, won’t you ? 

WAITRESS. [Aware of the acror’s eyes upon her]. 
In one minute, sir, in one minute. [Goes out right.] 

actor [Still looking after wairrxess]. That hair is 
dyed. Did you notice? You didn’t think it was 
natural? What, notthat tint ? It’s foolish of her, 
you know. Spoils a girl, I think. 

sTUDENT [Looking after vanished waitress]. I... 
But you were saying . . . your present wife ? 

actor [Glancing about. Slowly]. She visits this 
place sometimes. [Pause. Then he takes out aletter.] 
I’m not to speak to her. Not to write to her. 

stuDENT. She has left you ? 

actor. Just divorcing me. 


stuDENT. Ah! But the other... your second 
wife ? 
actor. Er . . . She divorced me too. But this 


letter. Arrived last night. [Musingly. Dejectedly. 
In an undertone.| Damn her, the witch. 
stuDENT. What do you mean ? 
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actor. She haunts me. [Reading letter.] Yet 
I'm not to speak to her. It’s unkind. It’s... 
it’s cruel. [Puts letter away. Also photographs. 
Pulls himself together.| What’s the use, though ? 
[His taste for life returning.| Tellme. Those girls. 
Your landlady’s daughters, were they? They 
really possess my photo ? 

sTUDENT. They do. It’s in a silver frame, 

actor. Bless their souls. 

STUDENT. Yes. And there’s a blue bow on top. 

actor [Amused. Gratified. Very sentimental]. 
Touching ! 

[During these last moments the GENTLE- 
woman, who had been quietly taking 
her tea, has risen. The Giru with 
A SMILE, looking up at same moment, 
has hastened towards her. GENTLE- 
woman, her hand about to pick up the 
hot-water jug, that has been placed 
at the farthest point from her on the 
table, slowly turns. Looks at ciru 
WITH A SMILE. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [With a large, kindly, reassur- 
ing grin]. It’s all right. Your name is Maud. 
Maud Dobbs. [Js a little embarrassed at GENTLE- 
woman’s straight stare.| Maud . . . Dobbs. . 

GENTLEWOMAN [With perfect composure, and very 
clear articulation]. Hobbs. H. [Picks up _ hot- 


water jug. | 
GIRL wiTH A sMILE [Withdrawing. Awkward, 
though still smiling]. Oh . . . Yes, I see. I 


thought . . . perhaps you were im need OL 27. 
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GENTLEWoMAN [feseating herself]. Hot water. 
[Pours water into teapot.| 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Ye—es. [Returns, with a 
little giggle, to her own table. Picks up book and 
gloves. Remains putting gloves on.| 

actor [Who has watched the scene]. Now there 
are some types . . . [He restrains himself. Merely 
sighs.]| Why in the name of charity she can’t 
leave the woman alone . . . But those girls. Bless 
them. 

stuDENT. I shall tell them I’ve met you. 

actor. Do. What are they like ? 

sTuDENT [Trying to conjure them up]. Oh... 
Daphne. She’s rather short. And Viola... 
well, she’s rather short too. 

actor [Lifting his eyebrows]. Really. Well, you 
can tell them... Yes. Dve made up my mind. 
I’m going to that manager’s house after tea 
—the one I was telling you of, who gave me the 
sack. Ishallapologise. Swear I’ll take the pledge. 
Swear anything he likes. Yes. [I’m ambitious 
again. 

stupENT [Eagerly]. He'll take you back ? 

actor [Musingly. Looking at his watch]. His 
wife should be in about six. [Sighs.] Extra- 
ordinary thing, ambition. One never gets rid of it. 

[GIRL WITH A SMILE has come hurriedly 
up. She looks right. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [ 7'0 actor confidentially]. Look. 
I’m sure you'll be interested. [She points right.] 
Mr. Vanchester. 

actor. Who? 
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GIRL WITH A smILE. Mr. Cyril Vanchester, the 
writer. 

actor [Giving an indifferent glance right]. Never 
heard of him. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Oh, he’s such a great writer. 
A wonderful man, too. In fact, I may say, quite 
a genius. 

sTuDENT [With a sigh]. A genius! Unhappy 
man. 

actor. Genius. Fiddlesticks ! 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Grinning]. I don’t know why 
you should say fiddlesticks. You don’t know him. 
As it happens, I do. I’ve been very fortunate. 
I answered his advertisement, and now I go two 
hours every Saturday morning to type his week’s 
work. 

actor. Who’s the woman with him ? 

GIRL WITH A sMILE. His wife, of course. Such a 
marvellously blissful couple. 

stupent [Kagerly. Half rising]. What? <A 
marvellously blissful couple ? 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. I thought you'd be interested. 
I was quite sure you would be. 

[srupenTis about to ask further questions, 
but actor has taken the little book 
from under GIRL’s arm. 

actor. What are you reading ? 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. It’s such a helpful little book. 
I expect you know it. 

actor [Reading the title]. ‘‘ Hints for Happiness”. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Thereareone hundred of them. 

actor [Turning over pages]. How very depressing. 


7 
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GIRL WITH A SMILE. It’s funny you should say that. 
As a matter of fact it cures depression. It says on 
the cover: [She points] “* For those who suffer 
from depression ”’. 

actor [Very gloomy. Reading]. No. 62. ‘“‘ When 
sitting down to a meal, remember, water is your 
best friend ”’. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [With cheerful conviction]. 
That’s so true. 

actor. Is it? 63: ‘* Never lose an opportunity 
of committing some little kindly act ”’. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. Such a beautiful one, that. 
But 67 is my favourite. 

actor [Reads]. 67: ‘“‘ Smile’. 

[The grin on the cirw’s face seems to 
expand indefinitely. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. It goes on to say, if you do 
smile, others will smile too. I’m afraid that’s not 
always so true. I’ve tried very hard with... 
[nods in direction of GENTLEWoMAN] our friend. 
[Takes book from acror.] But perhaps . . . [Goes 
quickly across to GENTLEWOMAN. The grin grows 
and grows.| I don’t expect you feel very inclined 
to read. Naturally. But I’ve a little book here : 
“Hints for Happiness’. It says on the cover, 
** For those who suffer from . . .” 

actor [Having followed her, and, now, with quiet 
deliberation, placing his hands on her shoulders and 
wheeling her round]. Now look here. Have you 
had tea ? 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Feeling she has quite made 
Sriends with him]. Yes, I have. 


é 
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actor. And paid your bill ? 

GIRL WITH A SMILE. No, not yet. 

actor. What’s your name ? 

GIRL WITH A sMILE [Delighted, though puzzled at 
his interest]. My name? Queenie. Queenie Smith. 

actor [Firmly, yet not roughly, his hands on her 
shoulders, walking her, almost running her, out right]. 
Miss Queenie, Miss Queenie Smith, will you kindly 
go and pay your bill? [She is bundled out, still 
smiling. Not annoyed, only completely bewildered at 
the ways of some gentlemen. He calls after her.] 
Seatter your hints for happiness. Hundreds of 
them. Thousands of them. But please. Not 
here. 

stuDENT [Who has watched the scene, now rising]. 
Ill see if I can find that waitress, shall I ? 

actor. Do. . [sTuDENT goes out.] 

GENTLEWOMAN [Greatly relieved at the Aacror’s 
interference|. Thank you. 

actor. Oh... [Then, as though speaking to 
himself.| Hints for Happiness! [Gets out his 
cigarette case.]| 

[GIRL WITH A SMILE returns. ACTOR 
groans at the sight of her. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [A little timidly at first. Then 
with growing self-confidence]. Oh, it’s only... 
I thought I’d better mention it. I’ve just seen it 
written up over the counter. [Points meaningly 
towards GENTLEWOMAN. Lowers her voice.| You can 
get brandy here. 

actor [Quickly. Sincerely. For the moment for- 
getting to be annoyed]. Can one really? Oh! 
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GIRL WITH A smiLE. Yes. I thought you’d be 
interested. Ill just goand tell . . . [She hurries 
towards GENTLEWOMAN. | 

actor [Stopping her. Turning her round]. Now 
look here . . . [He directs her out.| 

GIRL WITH A sMILE [Ezpostulating]. But I’m 
sure she .. . 

actor [Showing the way out]. If you please. 
[She gives it up. Giggles.] 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [On her way out. Awkward. 
Grinning]. You are quaint, aren’t you ? [Goes out.] 

[actor again glances right, obviously 
tempted. Then dismissing the 
thought, he lights his cigarette. 

actor. One does get terribly thirsty this weather, 
doesn’t one ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. [Slight pause.] The tea. 
Very refreshing. 

actor. You’ve enjoyed your tea? Splendid. 
[Is about to return case to pocket. Offers it to 
GENTLEWOMAN.] Do you smoke? [Goes up to her.] 
Have a cigarette ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Refusing]. Thank you. 

actor. This heat. Of course, personally, I 
confess, I love it. But it upsets so many, I know. 
I expect it made you feel—well—a bit dazed. 

GENTLEWOMAN [After her usual slight pause]. No. 

actor. No? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Staccato. Catching at a chance 
of escape from her isolation]. It... it comes... 
suddenly. 

actor [With sympathy]. Ah? [Pause.] A feel- 
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ing... sort of a. . . sort of a queer feeling, as 
though you might . . . forget ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. 

actor. Vile sensation. It must be. You’ve had 
it before, then ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [With effort. Looking away]. 
Previous to an illness. 

actor [Kindly.| You’ve been ill? Have you? 
Seriously ill? [He sits beside her.] 

GENTLEWOMAN. So to speak ... [She appears 
troubled, unable to conclude her phrase.| 

actor [Having waited]. A long illness, was it ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [In a low faltering voice]. S— 
sudden. 

actor [Looking at her. Puzzled]. Ah! [Pause.] 
Your friends know you are not well ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Beg pardon ? 

actor. Your friends? Your relations? [No 
answer.| It seems you’re alone here ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. Yes. 

actor [Impressed]. Is there no one you’re going 
to meet, or . . . [She stares at him. He becomes 
practical.| Look here, you oughtn’t to be walking 
back alone, ought you? Damn itall! Some one 
—TI don’t care if it’s me or . . . Who’s going to 
see you back? [Pause.] Ifyou like . . . [Looks 
at his watch.| Ive time before that manager. 

GENTLEWOMAN. You... will... [She stares, 
speechless, incredulous, a flush spreading over her 
face.| 

actor. Is any one seeing after you? At home 

. is there any one? [No answer.]| Nobody ? 


96 THE PLEASURE GARDEN [acr m1 


You’ve been alone most of the day, I suppose ? 
[No answer.| Yesterday too ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Still staring, the warmth spreading 
and spreading]. Eleven months. 

actor [With feeling]. Lord, it’s all wrong. It’s 
unnatural. It’s bad for people to be alone. I’m 
alone, you know. 

GENTLEWOMAN. You... 

actor. And it’s bad for me. I know it is. 
Unnatural. That’s what one feels, doesn’t one ? 

[Enter stuDENT. 

stuDENT [Carrying tea-tray]. At last. 

actor [Rising]. Ah! Ill just have my tea. 
You won’t be wanting to go at once. [Goes to 
STUDENT. | 

GENTLEWOMAN [In a murmur]. Thank you. 

sTuDENT. There was such a crowd. 

actor [Whispering]. That unhappy creature. 
Ive been talking to her. She’s alone. For eleven 
whole months, she tells me [Suddenly stops. 
Gazes right.| Christ Almighty ! 

sTUDENT [About to deposit the tray]. What ! 

actor [One hand on stupENtT’s arm, the other point- 
ing right]. She’s there. There, at that table. 
[They both speak in low voices.| 

sTUDENT. Who ? 

actor [Riveted, fascinated]. My wife. 

stuDENT. Which ? 

actor [Still gazing]. I guessed she might turn 
up. That’s why I came. But why isn’t she with 
her sister? There’s a man with her. [Draws 
STUDENT away. Stops. Gazes again.| Vm not to 
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speak to her. Not to write to her. Who is that 
man ? 

STUDENT [Quickly glancing]. I don’t know. 

actor. Is he in love with her? Is she going to 
marry him? God! And I’m not to speak to her. 
I must. [Stil gripping the strupenr by the arm, 
he goes right. Then stops.| She'll be angry. 
She'll hate me. [Draws back again.] 

stuDENT. Will she? [Anzious to get rid of tray.] 
Pll just go and 

actor [Tightening hishold. Fascinated. Appalled]. 
And what’s that dress she has on? I’ve never seen 
it before. Hell! She is lovely in it. [Jn an 
agony.| They’re laughing. Who is that man? 
Curse him, the sniggering hound. [Hurriedly draws 
STUDENT away. Speaks over his shoulder.| Angela! 
[Stops.| He’s bending over her. [With a faint 
ery of anguish.| Oh}. .h.. > h.. . [Loud] 
Slobbering ape. [Suddenly.] She sees me. They’re 
rising. [He draws stuDENT away.| 

sTuDENT. [ll just... 

actor. She hates me. Come away. 

[actor and stupENT go out left. Enter 
walTrEss. Goesandclears tea-things 
from centre table. The eyes of the 
GENTLEWOMAN have followed the 
actor out. She now rises. Ex- 
pression of stark loneliness. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Glancing at the wairrxss]. If you 
please. [wa1tress looks up.] That gentleman. 
He—er—he visits you regularly ? 

waitress. I beg your pardon ? 
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GENTLEWOMAN [Jerkily]. That gentleman. 

waitress. Which gentleman ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. So to speak . . . with the other 
gentleman. Tall. He takes tea here? It is his 
custom ? 

waitress [With a toss of the head. No time for 
such puzzles]. I really couldn’t say. [Tray in hand, 
calling to unseen customer, she hurries away.| In 
one minute, Madam, in one minute. [Goes out.] 

GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. 

[Enter left back cir and YOUNG MAN. 
cirt. [Hard. Yet determined to be just]. No. 
You'll have your tea, William. 

youne MAN [Following her. Imploringly]. 
Christabel. 

cirL [Resolutely|. Yes, William. You’ve had no 
lunch. There’s no earthly reason why you should 
miss tea too. [Calls]: Waitress. [GENTLEWOMAN 
reseats herself left. Waits for wairrxss. | 

younc MAN [Wretchedly]. If only you’d under- 
stand. You haven’t tried to understand. 

cirL. [In a low voice. Miserably]. I don’t want 
to feel like this. I can’t help it. It’s having seen 
her. Having spoken to her. Knowing that she’s 
still somewhere in this garden. Not, of course, that 
I’m jealous. [At that moment re-enter sruDENT, tray 
in hand. | 

STUDENT [Quickly. Softly]. Jealous ? 

cirt. Why doesn’t she come? [Calling]: 
Waitress. Tea for two, please, waitress. 

stupENT [Eagerly]. Do you want tea? Have 
mine. It is for two. And quite fresh. I shan’t 
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be wanting it. Do. My friend has gone. [Goes 
to right table. Deposits tray.| 

cirL [Following]. Oh . . . thank you, but... 

younc MAN [Pulling himself together]. No. 
Really. 

sTuDENT. Yes. Really. Ill go and fetch mine. 
[Goes out.| 

cirL [Seating herself at table]. It’s very kind of 
him. [youne MAN stands, hesitating.]| Come, 
William. [He approaches. She gives him her hand. 
Her voice has now softened.| Don’t look like that. 

younc MAN [Seizing her hand and pressing his 
forehead against it]. Christabel. 

Girt [ Moved. Rising]. I didn’t mean all the 
things I said. 

ryoune MAN [Eagerly]. You didn’t, did you? 
You'll forgive me. You'll love me again. 

cirt. Yes, dear. Iwill. [She begins to cry.] I 
do. Oh, William .. . [Melts completely. Raises 
her arms towards him.] 

youne MAN [Embracing her]. My love. I’ve hurt 
you. Oh, Pve made you cry. [They remember 
where they are. Quickly separate.| 

cirt [A little hysterical. Half-laughing]. We 
really mustn’t. [Flicks her tears away. Glances 
towards GENTLEWOMAN.| That woman there. What 
must she think of us ? 

younc MAN [Having glanced. Ina low voice]. She 
hasn’t noticed. Sweetheart .. . [He wipes her eyes.| 

cirL. It’s so stupid of me. We'll have tea now. 
[They sit down.| Tellme. [She smiles.| Havela 
red nose? [They are blissful again now.]} 
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YOUNG MAN. You're beautiful. Ive never seen 
you so beautiful. 

cirt [Gently stopping him, as he is about to 
embrace her again]. Hush, dear. [Then seriously, as 
she begins pouring out tea.) And, William. You 
were going to tell me. 

younc MAN. I was. I was, really. 

cirt [Softly]. I understand. It is hard to 
speak about some things. Why, even I, once—— 
[She stops, pensive, teapot in hand.] 

younc MAN [Smiling. Overjoyed at her softening]. 
What, darling ? 

cirL [Busying herself with the tea again). 
Nothing, dear. At least, nothing that we'll talk 
about now. 

younc MAN [Still overjoyed. Pleased with any- 
thing]. Yes. Now, love. Id like you to tell me. 

eirL [Tender. Playing at severity]. Drink your 
tea. 

younG MAN [Amorously]. Tell me. Then I'll 
drink it. 

cirL [Putting in the sugar. Rather embarrassed]. 
Well, it was only, dear .. . [Breaks off] But 
some other day. 

younc MAN [More and more amorous, his head 
against hers]. No. Now, love. Tell me. 

cirL. Well, it was only, William . . . you know 
that day you asked me whether any one had ever 
kissed me. Well, perhaps you remember. I sort 
of laughed, and didn’t answer properly. 


younc MAN [His smile subsiding]. No. I didn’t 
notice, 


SCENE 11] THE PLEASURE GARDEN 101 


cir [With an awkward attempt at lightness]. 
Of course, it was nothing. I could easily have told 
you. I would have told you if you’d gone on 
asking me. 

younG MAN [Drawing himself up]. You have been 
kissed. 

crt [Smiling to conceal her embarrassment]. It’s 
so unimportant. 

youNG MAN. Unimportant. 

cirL. Imean . . . Jonly mentionit because . . . 
well, it shows how I understand how hard it is 
sometimes to tell things. I mean ... when one 
feels sort of . . . [Becomes confused.| Well, as in 
your case, I suppose . . . ashamed. 

youne MAN [More and more dismayed]. As in my 
case, ashamed. 

cirt. Well, no. Not properly ashamed. Because 
I couldn’t help it. I mean... I never meant it 
to happen. 

youne MAN [More and more pained. Staring]. 
Christabel. What to happen ? 

crt [Very unhappy]. William. Don’t take it 
like this. Tm going to explain. 

YOUNG MAN. Explain ? 

errt. I let you explain. 

YOUNG MAN [ising]. You mean .. . some one 
has 47" 

ctr [Frightened. Falteringly]. William . . . 
Yes. Something did... once . . . happen. 
[younc MAN utters a strangled cry. GIRL rises. 
Loses her head.| You know, you said yourself .. . 
it happens to every one. 
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youne MAN [Staring at her]. What happens to 
every one ? 

cir [Stammering]. You said ... about... 
instinct. [younec man wtters another hoarse cry. 
At that moment enter sruvent. Tray in hand, he 
stands horrified. ciru speaks faintly.| I mean 
. . . Oh, you remember, you said . . . No. It was 
something else you said. 

younc MAN [In a low, pained voice]. Who was 
it? Who? Tellme. His name. 

eran. Iet 

youne MAN. Tell me. Tell me. 

eirL. William .. . 

younc MAN [Aghast]. You daren’t. 

GiRL. I can’t. 

YOUNG MAN. You can’t ? 

Girt. No. [Pause.] 

younG MAN [Suddenly seizing her by the wrist. 
Wild. Uncontrolled]. It’s a lie. You daren’t. 
You think Ill find out. 

cirL. Don’t. 

younc MAN. There is something to find out. 

cirL. Oh, be quiet, William. 

YOUNG MAN. I won’t be quiet. 

GirL. You’re hurting. 

YOUNG MAN. His name. His name. 

cirL [Faintly]. I. . . don’t know it. 

YouNG MAN [Recoiling. Staggered]. You... 
with a stranger. 

cirL [Staccato]. No. We made friends. Quite 
... great friends. 

younG MAN. Then you know his name. Yes, yes. 
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cirL. No. You see ... it was... ina train. 
youne MAN [As the blood rushes to his head]. In 
a train. 
ctrL [Approaching]. He asked me to tea, 
William 
younc MAN [Gasping]. Go! [With his hand he 
blocks the sight of her from his view.] 
cirL. And when I said I wouldn’t, he 
YOUNG MAN. Go! 
crt. As the train drew up—— 
YOUNG MAN. Go! 
ciRL [ Recotling]. William, you aren’t imagining ? 
... Oh... [She staggers back.] Heavens . . . 
You mean that you believe? . . . [Speech fails her. 
She almost laughs with the shock of injury.| 
[Enter torsy left back. She comes 
hurrying in. Upon seeing couple, 
stops dead. Stares from one to the 
other. 
cirL [Starts walking up and down. Does not see 
torsy]. Very well, then. You'd better believe it. 
Yes. Believe what you like. Idon’t care. [Sud- 
denly turns on him. Hisses at him.] William. . . 
[Laughs wildly.| No. Believe it. I don’t care. 
[Marching away left.| I will go. [Calls over her 
shoulder.] You hear me. I’m going. [Goes out.] 
rorsy [Who, immobile, has watched the scene. 
Quietly]. My Billy, you’ve hooked an angel. 
[Stight pause.| Real love. [Shrugs her shoulders. 
Then goes to rounc man. Speaks affectionately.| 
But, child. What’s happened? [Taking his hands.] 
Bilzie-boy, what zey been doing to zoo ? 
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younc MAN [Falling upon her shoulder with a sob 
of pain]. Topsy. 

rorsy [Enveloping him in a large loving embrace]. 
There, there. What zey been doing to my pigeon ? 

ryounc MAN [Breaking down]. Oh, Topsy. 

stuvENT [Looking anxiously left]. Do be careful. 

topsy. Go to blazes. [T'hen softly.] Billy, dear. 
What’s wrong? ‘Tell me, lamb, tell me. [No 
answer.| 'There, there. Zee shall lie zere. Never 
mind. [With passion.] Billy. How I’ve longed for 
you, and waited. Bilzie, you don’t know ! 

STUDENT. But take care. 

Topsy [Savagely. Over her shoulder, and still 
without loosing her embrace]. Go to hell, will you ? 
[T'hen overflowing. Ezxuberant.] Butiful. My 
pwecious. 'Topsy’s own Bilzie-boy. 

[cirt has returned. Upon seeing her 
lover in tTorsy’s arms, she shrieks 
and reels out again. 

younG MAN. Christabel. [Trying violently to dis- 
engage himself.| Let me go. 

topsy [Who has him by the wrist]. No. 

YOUNG MAN. Topsy, let go. 

Topsy [Beseechingly]. No. Say you'll see me 
then. Say you'll write. [youne man wrenches him- 
self free. Takes a few steps. Turns.] 

younc MAN [Hurriedly]. Some mistake. You 
must swear, ‘Topsy, swear you'll never try to see 
me—never communicate. For God’s sake, Topsy. 
Swear. I must ask you to. [He hurries away.] 
Christabel. Christabel. [Goes out.] 

rorsy [With anguish. Half-addressing stupENT]. 
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Hear that? Swear. I must swear . . . [Looks 
after youNG MAN.| That’s right. Race for her. 
Catch her. Claw her. Don’t mind me. [Goes off 
into a peal of wild laughter.| Swear. I must 
swear. 
[She staggers out right. Meanwhile, 
the GIRL WITH A SMILE has entered. 
Hastens up to stupENT. Touches him 
on the shoulder. At the same time, 
the band, quite close, strikes up. 
Music very gay. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [At sTUDENT’s side. Grinning. 
Pointing right]. Look, please, quick. Mr. and 
Mrs. Vanchester. [Enter right forward Port 
followed by his wirz.] The marvellously blissful 
couple. 

[Slowly, with strained yearning ex- 
pression, the port strides across. 
He is tearing up some manuscript. 
His wire, following, picks up the 
pieces. 

PoET [Writhing]. Margaret. 

POET’S WIFE. Toodles, dear, we must have faith. 
Always faith. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Before port’s wiFE has finished 
her phrase. Brightly. To sruvent]. Come. Shall 
I introduce you ? 

stuDENT [Horrified]. No. 

GIRL WITH A sMiLE [ Trying to drag him after couple, 
who are just disappearing]. Yes. Do. 

srupeNT [Struggling]. No. Let me go. [Be- 
tween them the tray overturns. Falls crashing to the 
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ground.| Let me go. [He escapes away left back.]| 
Go. ... Go... . [He hurries out.] 

[The Girt witH A SMILE has hastened 
to piece of torn paper overlooked by 
POET’S WIFE. She picks it up. 

GIRL WITH A SMILE [Grinning. Leaping after 
port]. Mr. Vanchester. [She runs out. Her voice 
is heard again.] Mr. Vanchester. You’ve dropped 
something. 

[Throughout this scene. GENTLEWOMAN 
has remained seated on edge of her 
chair, She now rises. Enter 
WAITRESS, 

waitress [Seeing tray]. Here’s a lordly mess. 
[Tosses her head.| 'The carryings on of some of 
these ’ere gents! [Comes up to GENTLEWOMAN, 
pencil and note-block in hand. Looks at table. 
Speaks hurriedly.| Tea for two, Madam. 

GENTLEWOMAN. Two? [4 slight pause. Her eyes 
twitch a little.| One. 


CURTAIN 


Interval of a few seconds, during which band is still 
heard playing. It continues to be heard during 
following scene. 
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Scene III 


A path. Curtain at back. To the left a chair. 
Centre, a long seat. Upon this seat a man is 
lying, full length. His head and shoulders are 
covered with a newspaper. Enter left the 
STUDENT. He collapses on to chair. 


stupENT [His head in his hands. Slowly]. This 
pleasure garden. [4 faint breathing is heard from 
the sleeping man. sTuDENT turns. Rises. Speaks in 
a hushed voice.| Don’t wake. Oh, don’t wake . 
Those voices. Are they everywhere? Shh. Hear 
nothing. Dream . . . [Grips his head in both hands.]| 
How they jabber out their hearts. How they rage. 
How they scold. They grin. Shriek at one another 
their loves. Maniacs! [Softly.] Shh. . . . Hear 
nothing. Dream. [Pause.| Thank God. Thank 
God for sleep. [On tiptoe he passes on. He is 
nearly out, when the man, with a rumbling snore, turns 
over, mutters something imarticulate. STUDENT stops. 
Goes softly up to him. Gently raises the newspaper 
Srom his face. Starts back. It is the actor. Actor 
blinks. Mumbles. Rouses himself.| 

actor [Struggling to sit up. His voice very thick]. 
H—hullo. It’s you. Ishay... 

[srupEent recoils. Hastens out right. 

actor. Wh—what’s the matter? [Smooths the 
hair from his forehead. Yawns]. Sh—shomething’s 
the matter with him. [Slight pause.| Hic! 


CURTAIN 


ACT IV 
Scene I 
A PATH 


At back a curtain, representing summer foliage. 
Upon a long seat, centre, sits the GENTLEWOMAN. 
Her hands are clasped upon her knees. Ex- 
pression of bleak desolation. There enters right 
the actor. He is singing. His step is ever 
so little uncertain. To the unsuspicious eye 
this uncertainty might pass for a rhythmic 
sway of the body to the tune he hums.| 


actor [Upon seeing GENTLEWOMAN, his voice ever 
so little uncontrolled]. Now isn’t that nishe ? Isn°t 
that nishe to meet again? Sh—shake hands, 
[She is much agitated. Having given her a warm 
hand-shake with both his hands, he sits by her side.] 
I was going to w—walk home with you, wasn’t 
I? You didn’t think I’d forgotten ? O’ course not. 
It was only that . . . [Looks troubled.| Have a 
shmoke ? No? Ill tell you. Would you like me 
to tell you? Yes? It’s about my wife. D’you 
know, I 1—love my wife. Hic! [cENTLEWoman, 
much startled, draws away.| 
108 
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GENTLEWOMAN. Quite. 

actor. What are you looking at me like that for ? 
Pm all right, you know. Absolutely all right. Only 
something . . . [Touches his throat.| Hic! 

GENTLEWOMAN [Drawing herself up. Breathing 
hard]. Is that so, indeed ? 

actor. Wh—what are you trembling for? You 
didn’t think I. . . [Half-laughing, half-pretending 
to be hurt.| Oh,no... really,I .. . just cause 
Im... sort of choking. [Touches his throat again.] 

GENTLEWOMAN [Reassured]. Swallowed some- 
thing ? 

actor. Yes. Yes. That’s it. A fly. [Snatch- 
ing at the air.| 'There’s another. Did you ever 
swallow a fly? No? You never in all your life 
swallowed a fly? Then you’re lucky. [Conjfiden- 
tially.| Sh—shome people swallow blue-bottles. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Anwious to reassure him that she is 
reassured. Though still watchful. Nervous. Very 
staccato]. My lady once. That is to say .. . her 
nephew. 

actor. What did he swallow ? 

GENTLEWoMAN. Cockchafer. 

actor. Never ! 

GENTLEWOMAN. Yes. 

actor. No, never ! 

GENTLEWOMAN. Yes. 

actor. I don’t believe it. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Looking at him, surprised at his 
doubt]. Colonel of his regiment. [Throughout this 
scene, though reassured, she remains watchful, 
suspicious. | 
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actor. Well,Inever. Hic! [Touches his throat.] 
Nuisance, isn’t it? I... I don’t know what to 
do. It isn’t altogether the fly, you know. It. . 
it comes on w—when I’m unhappy. Isn’t that 
funny? I wish I could do something. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Hesitatingly]. Glass of water ? 

actor. "Course, that’s just the thing. But where 
am I going to get a glass of water ? 

GENTLEWOMAN. The tea-house. It’s close. 

actor. Is it ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Pointing left]. One minute. 

actor. Oh! [Pause. He is at a loss.| I say, 
you are kind, aren’t you? [Gets out pocket-book.]| 
Would you like me to show you? Yes? [No 
answer.| Yes? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Much agitated]. Please. 

actor. Here,now. Herlettertome. [Gives hera 
letter.| You see what she says. Not to speak to 
her. Not to write to her. [Makes a sweeping 
gesture.| It’s all over. Unkind letter, isn’t it ? 

GENTLEWOMAN [Who has read the letter, looking 
up|. Surprising. 

actor. Yes. Yes. Isn’t it? She’s divorcing 
me, you know. Shays I’m impossible. Wh—what 
d’you think of that ? [He is getting sleepy now.] 

GENTLEWOMAN [Returning him the letter]. Shame. 

actor. Isnt it? Sol. ..I got to live alone 
now. While she has tea with another man. And 
they were laughing [His voice is becoming thick.| 

. laughing [He has turned away. His voice is 

Jfaint.| ... laughing. [A sleepy sob overcomes 
him. His head falls on his breast.| [ Pause. 
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GENTLEWOMAN [AZ the sound as of weeping in 
his voice. Quietly. Soothingly]. Shame. [Pause. 
Very noiselessly, reluctant to disturb him in his suffer- 
ing, sherises. Speaks very softly.| Glass of water ? 
[No answer. He is asleep. She goes quietly out 
left. | 

[Enter right rorsy. Her face is tear- 
stained. She looks distraught. De- 
Jiant. Comes and sits extreme left 
of seat, her face turned away from 
ACTOR. 

actor [Waking]. Why 1... silly swine,I... 
fell asleep. 

Topsy [Glancing at him over her shoulder. 
Savagely]. I didn’t see it was you. 

actor [Pleased. Very genial]. I didn’t see it was 
you. [Moves a little nearer her.| 

torsy [Turning again]. Yes. Come one inch 
nearer, and Ill... 

actor. Crack me over the head, and send me 
p—pirouetting. Horrid woman. [Looks about.] 
Where’s that other? She was nishe. Told me 
funny stories, too. [Stdl looking for her.| About 
a cockchafer who swallowed a colonel. 

ropsy [Roughly]. You’re drunk. 

actor [Offended. Turning away]. 'That’s a fine 
thing to say toany one. She thought I’d swallowed 
a fly. [Pause.] If you are good-looking, what’s the 
use? No heart in you... . Did you hear? I 
suppose God just didn’t give you a heart. 

Topsy [With feeling, and speaking as though to 
herself]. I wish he hadn’t. Bungler. What’s he 
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want to give us hearts for? Why’s he want to 
muck us up in this hash? Why can’t he make us 
properly ? Clumsy blunderer. 
actor. Me? 
Topsy. You’re drunk. 
actor [Having again turned away. Offended]. 
Only a little. So would you be if you’d sheen some- 
one... My wife. It’s all over. 
ropsy [In spite of herself, interested]. What’s that 
you’re saying ? 
actor. I’ve just sheen my wife. [SZowly.] With 
another man. Skulking cur! I’m not to speak to 
her. Not to write to her. [With a gesture.| It’s 
all over. 
torsy [Speaking as though to herself]. Funny. 
Something of that sort . . . just what I’ve been 
told. 
actor. Have you? So then they don’t like us. 
[Moving close to her.| Shake hands. 
torsy [Warding him off]. Oh, keep off. 
[He turns away. Sees something on his 
hat that he has placed at his side. 
Examines tt. 
actor. Sh—she’s got more heart in her than you 
have. See? [Approaches again.]| 
[Enter left the GENTLEWOMAN, a glass 
of water in her hand. 
actor [ Very close to rorsy]. Ladybird. Ladybird. 
Fly away home. Your house is on fire 
ropsy [Her nerves all on edge, though not iil- 
tempered]. You’re drunk. Drunk. Drunk as a 
tinker. [GENTLEWOMAN stares aghast.] 
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actor. You shay that once more and I'll kish 
you. 

Topsy. You dare! 

actor [Irresponsible. Trying to seize her]. I will. 
Pilkish you. I... 

torsy [Struggling]. Now, keep off. 

actor. I will, I... [They scuffle. vtoprsy gives 
him a violent, loud-ringing blow in the face.| 

[Enter srupent right. 
topsy. There, then. 

GENTLEWOMAN [Staggered. Conoulsed]. Tzz. [She 
draws back. acror, much dazed, hand to cheek, 
rises. | 

[stupENT during the following scene 
remains staring. At the same time, 
the GENTLEWOMAN, scared, half- 
paralysed, moves slowly out left. 

torsy [Rising. Bursting with pent-up emotion]. 
Oh, you shouldn’t have made me. 

actor [Rubbing his cheek]. It’s all right. It 
didn’t hurt. 

topsy [Hysterically]. But you shouldn’t have 
made me. 

actor [Considerably sobered. Distressed at her 
manner]. What’s the matter ? 

ropsy [Chokingly]. Billy .. . 

actor [With sympathy]. You tell me. Now, 
come ... You tell me. 

torsy [Half - sobbing. Staggering. The actor 
approaching and supporting her]. “ Swear,” he 
said. ‘* Swear.” And he raced after her. What 
had I done? It was my Billy. I would have 

H 
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slaved for him. ’Course I would. Starved for him. 
Not all these two years have I once pestered him. 
[Enter left ctercyMan’s wire. Upon seeing Topsy, 
she stops. Stares, horrified.| Yet, “* Swear,” he 
said. ‘* Swear.” 

actor [By now completely supporting Torsy, and, 
with a rocking movement, still urging her on]. The 
nasty brute. 

topsy. And he flung me off. What sort of a pest 
aml? A thing of filth? An old cast-off scab ? 

actor. Goit. That’s right. 

topsy: [Loudly]. ‘“‘ Swear,” he said. ‘* Swear.” 
[She sees CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. With a quick impulse, 
goes to her.| Laura. [Wants to embrace her.] 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Aghast]. Topsy. [She draws 
back.] 

toprsy [Bursting]. My treasure. 

actor. They've been inshulting her. 

ropsy [As her friend still draws back]. You're not 
going to turn on me too ? 

actor. She’s all right. She shlapped me. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [As Topsy takes her by the 
wrist, more and more horrified]. Let go ! 

Topsy [Jncredulous|. But Laura . 

actor [Still anxious to prevent a misunder- 
standing |. °Cos I kished her. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [With terrified disgust, wrench- 
ing herself free from rorsy, who still, beseechingly, 
has her by the wrist]. Let go! Let go! [She stands 
back. Speaks hoarsely.| Topsy. That man. Your 
face . . . [Buries her own face in her hands. With 
a cry of horror, escapes away right.| Horrible! 
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[Turns to look once more.| Horrible. [Hurries 


out. | 
rorsy. Horrible? What ’she mean? [She can 
hardly speak.| What haveI done? . . . Horrible ? 


Let go? Laura... to me? 

sTuDENT [Approaching. Quickly. Anciously]. 
She has made a mistake, I’m sure. Shall I go and— 

torsy [Turning onhim. Exploding. Exhausted]. 
Will you go and blast your . . . [Annihilated, he 
turns. Escapes out right. Curtain begins to fall.| 
Go. Go, all of you. Leave me. A curse. A 
thing of dirt. An old cast-off . . . [She turns, 
sobbing, towards the seat. actor, distressed, dis- 


mayed, supports her.| 


CURTAIN 


Scene II 
UNDER THE TREES 


As in Act I. the woman sewine sits right forward. 
“She is quietly singing. The MAN SMOKING, very 
peaceful, is walking up and down. WwoMAN 
SEWING stops singing. Threads a needle. 


MAN sMoKING. That’s a charming melody of yours. 
Is it a lullaby ? ? 

WOMAN sEwinc. I don’t know. My mother used 
to sing it when I was a child. 

MAN SMOKING. I’ve been listening. Yes. It seems 
to bring pictures of childhood. [Pause.] 
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WOMAN SEWING. It’s cool now, isn’t it ? 

MAN SMOKING. It becomes delicious about now. 
Under these trees. One would like to stay here 
till dusk. 

WOMAN sEwiNG. I shall stay here very late to- 
night. Ive so much sewing. 

MAN SMOKING. Your home is close ? 

WOMAN SEWING. Quite close. In a hot dusty 
street. 

MAN SMOKING. You are wise. [Takes a deep — 
breath.| It’s so fresh here. So still. [Then for 
some moments he remains gazing left forward.| Oh, 
it’s the lake. I couldn’t think what it was through 
the trees there. D’you see? It seemed a sheet of 
flame. 

WOMAN SEWING [Also gazing]. Ah, yes. The sky 
reflected. 

MAN SMOKING [Who has now turned]. And look. 
On your flask there too. [woman sEwING glances at 
the used tea-things at her side.| 

WOMAN SEWING. I hadn’t guessed it was already 
so late. 

[Enter left the stupEnt. He appears 
utterly exhausted. Goes straight to 
the seat. Collapses on to it. Ges- 
ticulates, feebly, as though unable 
to express some emotion. 

MAN SMOKING [Quietly]. Ah, it’s you. Well? 
Ive been wondering. .. . You’ve taken a very 
long hour off. 

STUDENT. Yes. 

MAN SMOKING. Well? [Pause.] You're silent ? 
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stuDENT [Helpless. Resigned. Incoherent]. What 
amItosay...? 

MAN SMOKING. So you haven’t enjoyed your 
adventure? [Sits by him.] But, d’you know, these 
Stalk-eyed Crustacea. [Picks up book.]| ve been 
so much interested. I never knew before that .. . 
[Turns pages.| It’s the king-crab, I think. 

sTUDENT [Blocking his ears]. Please. Please. 

MAN sMOKING. Well. Let’s hear, then. How 
did you get on? After these delightful crabs of 
yours, with their fantastical habits, their queer 
matings, amazing tangled sea-wanderings—human 
beings. How do they strike you ? 

[Enter left forward torsy and the acror. 
He has hold of her arm. She is 
pulling away. STUDENT points to 
them. Then rises. Wanders rest- 
; lessly at back. 

actor [Sober now]. Now listen. 

torsy [Rather hysterical]. No, leave me. 

actor. But, look here. Honestly. I’m distressed. 
[He lets go of her.| What’s to happen? What’s 
going to become of you ? 

torsy [Half-laughing]. Oh, Lord. Ask that 
stump there. Don’t ask me. 

actor. I won’t bother you. Good-bye. God 
bless you. [Turns away.| 

tropsy. And what’s the use of saying that ? [He 
faces her again.] Ill tell you this. In all this 
bursting great world, there’s not a creature I care 
[clicks her finger] that for. Nor one cares [click] 
that for me. 


/ 
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actor [Impressed]. And that’s really the truth ? 

ropsy. God’s own. [Then, with a sort of reckless, 
defiant jollity.| What do I care, though. Life’s 
life. I’m all right. No tears over me, mind. [Has 
turned to go out left when enter from that direction the 
CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. Topsy stops. Speaks coldly.| Oh! 

[actor withdraws loiteringly. Occa- 
sionally turns. Listens to the two 
women. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Haltingly. Very repentant]. 
Topsy. I... I was hasty just now. I feel... 
I probably made a mistake. 

Topsy [With a toss of the head. Hard. Rough. 
Airy]. H’m! P’raps you probably did. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE. But I . . . I was so startled. 

torsy [Mocking]. Poor little chicken ! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Very unhappy]. ‘Topsy. Don’t 
be unkind. I know I’m stupid. [Pause.] You 
said we’d dine. [No answer.| You mean... 
[She turns to go out. With a catch of pain in her 
voice.| All right. 

ropsy [Moved]. Laura. 

[CLERGYMAN’S WIFE hastens to her. 
Takes her hand. 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Impulsively]. Oh, it was hate- 
ful of me. 

roprsy [With emotion]. You hurt me. You tore 
IMG f. sok 
CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Quickly]. I lost my head. 
[They are both almost in tears.| You’re unhappy ? 

ropsy. Hush, lamb. [Takes her arm.] You 
don’t know the day I’ve had. 
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CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [As they begin to go out right]. 
Oh, Topsy dear, and the day I’ve had. 

Topsy [Stopping]. You? 

CLERGYMAN’S wire [Ewxcited. Yet restrained. A 
light in her eye]. My resolve . . . I won’t mention 
it now. 

Topsy. Yes, Laura. Come. What ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [After some hesitation]. Topsy 
. . . [Whispers something in her ear.| 

toprsy [Amazed]. Laura ! 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Hurriedly]. Yes, Topsy. I 
must. Once. Onlysee him. It will give me peace. 

topsy [Incredulous. Almost laughing]. Give you 
peace to have seen old Emile? That .. . that 

. old grease-barrel ? Old footling popinjay ? 

CLERGYMAN’S WIFE [Scandalised]. Oh, be quiet, 
Topsy. Ill explain. It’s life to me. 

Topsy [Surrounding her with an arm. Laughing. 
Leading her out right]. My precious. Oh, my 
poor cracked poppet. This world’s mad. It’s 
mad. [They go out.| 

actor [Looking after them]. God bless her. 
Laura too. Poor cracked poppet. [Sees stupENT. 
Looks at his watch. Speaks guiltily.| Yes. Iwas 
to have seen that manager. But the sight of her 
... Angela. With that man. [Watches srupENT, 
who remains aloof, his face averted.| What’s the 
matter with you? [No answer.| Something... 
I don’t know. That sunset? Beastly depressing 
things, aren’t they? The mere size of them. So 
pompous. [He wanders right.| But, do look. 
{Points.]| That little squirrel there. He has no 
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cares. No gloom about him. No. . . asinine 
ambitions. [Goes slowly out right.] 

man smoxine [Who has been turning over pages]. 
Ah! This is the passage that interested me. 
[Reads.| ‘As soon as the king-crab has $4 

stupENT [Gesticulating]. Leave the king-crab. 
Leave him. 

MAN sMoKING. Where he is . . . at the bottom 
of the sea. [Lays book down.] Well, then, let’s 
hear. What happened? Where have you been ? 
What have you discovered ? What .. . what are 
you still hoping to discover ? 

STUDENT [SZowly. Simply]. Happiness. 

MAN SMOKING. Happiness ? 

[Enter left two Factory ciris. Strong 
young things. Rough. Probably 
quite good-natured. They are in a 
state of convulsive laughter. 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [Holding her sides]. Oh, I say. 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL [Doubling up]. Oh, my dear. 

MAN SMOKING. There now. Is that refreshing ? 

[stuDENT hovers round them. Bewildered. 
A little cheered. They continue 
convulsvvely, as they stagger across. 

FIRST FAcTORY GIRL. Oh, I'll crack. 

SECOND FacTory ciru. I'll die. 

stuDENT [Coming up left of them. Tentatively]. 
Do tell me. What are you laughing at? [They 
shriek on.| Oh, do tell me. 

FIRST FAcTORY GIRL [Choking. Nudging her 
JSriend]. You tell him. 

STUDENT. Yes, do. 


a 
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SECOND FacToRY cirL [Nudging]. No. You. 

STUDENT. Please. 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [At last controlling herself. 
Pointing left]. There. Through the trees. [Breaks 
down. | 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL. A woman. [Breaks down.] 

sTUDENT [Hagerly]. Yes. A woman ? 


FIRST FACTORY GIRL. Hat like . . . [T%lts her hat 
on one side. Yells.] 
SECOND FacToRY GIRL. Face like . . . [Makes an 


exaggeratedly scared grinning vacant grimace. Yells.| 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [Extending her hand]. Glass 
of water . . . [Shrieks.] 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL. Stark jibbering. [Chokes.] 

STUDENT [Puzzled]. Glass of water ? 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL. I'll split. 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL. I'll die. 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [St2ll in fits]. Looking at the 
lake. 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL. Wanting to jump in. 

FIRST FACTORY Girt. Didn’t dare. 

[The expression on the stupEnt’s face 
has changed. 

SECOND Factory cirL [Tilting her hat]. Hat 
like . 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [Grinning]. Face like . . . 

SECOND Factory Girt [Suddenly pointing left. 
Shrieking]. There. There she goes. 

FIRST FACTORY GIRL [Convulsed]. Look! Look! 
Glass of water. [srupenr looks. Starts horrified 
at something he sees.| 

SECOND FAcToRY Girt. Smiling. [They shriek.] 
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FirsT FacToRY GIRL. I'll crack. 

‘SECOND FacToRy GiRL. [ll die. [stupENT wheels 
round. | 

stupenT [With all his might]. Stop. [Facrory 
ciRLs stop laughing instantly.| Savages. 

FIRST FAcTORY GIRL [Feebly]. Crikey. 

stupENT [Hissing at them]. Yes. Savages. 

SECOND FACTORY GIRL [Quite scared. Clinging to 
her friend]. Oh, Lor’. [They hurry out right.] 

[Enter right back, Girt and YOUNG MAN. 
Blissful. Their arms round one 
another, STUDENT is again gazing 
left. 

cirL [Her voice a murmur of adoration]. I will, 
darlingest, I will. And you will too. 

younc MAN. I will. Always. 

STUDENT [Again wheeling round]. Fools. [The 
lovers start.| Oh, fools. 

errL [Drawing her lover back]. William. 

STUDENT. Imbeciles ! 

younG MAN [Indignant]. Really,I.. . 

GIRL. Come. 

younc MAN [With dignity]. The man’s mad. 
[They turn and go out again right.] 

MAN SMOKING. D’you know, seriously. You’re 
very excited. What’s happened to you ? 

STUDENT [Collapsing on to seat. Exhausted. 
Anxious to pull himself together]. Yes. I know. I 
know. 

MAN SMOKING. You watch for these few hours. 
One summer’s afternoon. Here, among these trees, 
over this . . . this little space of grass 
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STUDENT [ 4s though suddenly struck]. A few hours. 
Here, among these trees. [Looks round him.] Is 
this everywhere? Willitgoon? Onandon?... 

MAN SMOKING [Quietly]. You should bring out 
your pipe with you, asI do. [srupEnt looks at him. 
Appears, as though for the first time, fully to realise 
his presence. | 

STUDENT [Gazing]. Yes. You’re calm. Remark- 
ably calm, aren’t you? [Pause. He looks at 
WOMAN SEWING. Says slowly]: So is she. [He 
rises. | 

MAN SMOKING [Stopping him]. Leave her. [stupENT 
stands hesitating.| Come, sit down. 

STUDENT [Having seated himself, and for some 
moments watched MAN SMOKING]. Well ? 

MAN SMOKING. Well ? 

STUDENT. You have something to say. 

MAN SMOKING [Carelessly]. 1? Something to say ? 

stupENT [More and more eagerly watching him]. 
Yes. There is something you understand. 

MAN SMOKING [Smiling]. Nothing. I assure you. 
Only that it is very delicious to be sitting here . . . 
with one’s pipe. [Looks at his hand.] And look. 
To see settle upon your hand. ... I never 
know their names. [woman sEwiIne has now laid 
down her work. She gazes before her, very intent. 
She is absolutely motionless. | 

stupenT. And she . . . [Js about to rise.] 

MAN sMoKING [Stopping him]. Leave her. [for a 
moment they both look at the woMAN sEwinc. She 
gazes fixedly on the ground.] 

stupenT [Turning to MAN sMOKING]. Well ? 
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MAN SMOKING. Well ? 

stupEnT. I stay here till you tell me. 

MAN sMOKING. But . . . tell you what? [Looks 
at his hand again.] Perhaps, rather, you can tell 
me. This small golden moth. [Examines it.] I 
have an idea that it... 

stupENT [Eacitedly]. I shall follow you home. 
Yes. Call every day. Day after day, till I learn 
your secret. For a week. A month. Yes, even 
for a year. 

MAN SMOKING. [Who has been watching the moth 
jly away. Turning to the sruvent. Quietly. The 
faintest smile upon his face]. I think you won’t call 
on me in a year. Or, if you do, you may... 
[Very slowly.| You will . . . find my house 
empty. 

STUDENT. You are going away? [Slght pause.| 

MAN SMOKING. Yes. 

STUDENT. Where ? 

MAN SMOKING. Where ? [He shrugs his shoulders. 
For a long while gazes before him. stTupEntT rises.] 
How one wonders. 

sTuDENT [In a low voice]. You mean... ? 
[ Pause. | 

MAN SMOKING. I see, I shall have in my will to 
leave you this pipe of mine. 

STUDENT. But you know? It is certain ? 

MAN SMOKING. I have been told so. 

stupENT [Slowly. Overpowered]. And you are 
the one, the only happy .. . [Looks at woman 
sEwinc.] Except perhaps . . . [Looks again at 
MAN SMOKING.| You wish to die ? 


= 
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MAN SMOKING. No. I wish to live. I am alive. 
Surely . . . if only for this one evening. [Slight 
pause.| And what eternity is in one evening. 
[Glances up left. Speaks slowly.| Isnt that so? 
Especially if you should catch a glimpse of .. . 
[Slowly he rises. Goes left, still gazing up.| Listen. 
Did you hear? Tap, tap. Tap, tap. [Slight 
pause.| Ah! Again. 

stuDENT [Jn a hushed voice]. All your life. Tell 
me. You have known this calm ? 

MAN SMOKING [Gazing into the branches]. I spent 
most of my life... all my life... [Speaking 
slowly, his eyes on the tree] restlessly in search 
Gln ism 

STUDENT. What ? 

MAN SMOKING [Looking at stupENT. Smiling]. 
That’s the extraordinary thing. I don’t know. I 
can’t imagine. [Looks up again.]| 

STUDENT. So when it is too late one discovers 

MAN sMoKING. Nothing, I assure you. Nothing. 

sTuDENT. Yes. One discovers 

MAN smoKING [Pointing. In a lowered voice]. 


Ah... There. D’yousee? Inthe patch of sun. 
Peck-pecking. A bright golden green. And how 
he climbs . . . [He turns to woMAN sEwinc.] Quick. 


You can see him now. [Stnce some moments the 
WOMAN SEWING has bent forward. Her hand is against 
her forehead. Her elbow rests on her knee. Her 
sewing falls limply at her side. The stuvent also 
has turned. He is looking at her.] 

stupEeNtT [Softly. Taking a step towards her]. 
And you? ... You are unhappy? [She raises 
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her eyes. Her face is pale. She appears distressed. 
Speaks with difficulty, yet is calm.]| 

WOMAN SEWING. Oh, no. [MAN SMOKING goes 
to her.} 

MAN SMOKING [Quietly]. Can I do anything ? 

- WOMAN sEwinc. I... I am afraid, I. . . [She 
tries to smile. | 

MAN smoKinG. Your home is close? You'll let 
me accompany you there, will you ? 

WOMAN sEwiNG. Thank you. [She gathers her 
sewing and tea-things into her work-basket.| And if 
you would ... please . . . carry my basket. [Jn 
the distance the band is heard playing. | 

MAN SMOKING. Certainly. [He gives stupENT the 
book.| Now you, my friend, take my advice. Go 
back to crabs. It’s the less puzzling study, you 
know. And—shall we say—as profitable. [He 
comes round, front of woMAN sEWING. Takes the 
_ work-basket. She rises, takes his arm. They go 
left back.| This way, is it ? 

WOMAN SEWING. Yes. 

MAN SMOKING [As they go out, over his shoulder, to 
STUDENT, who stands motionless]. P've given you my 
advice. [Stops. Points left.] Or, look. Through the 
trees there. Across the grass. They’re dancing 
by the lake. Go and join them. [They go out.] 

[Something white has fallen from the 
work - basket on their way out. 
STUDENT picks it up. Brings it for- 
ward. It is an infant’s gown. As 
he realises its significance he gazes 
before him. Drops the gown. 


sceNE ] THE PLEASURE GARDEN 127 


stupENT. Her secret. [Pause. Speaks very slowly.| 
Oh, innocent. Will you one day rave as these ? 
[The sun is low now. It is beginning 
to grow dusk. Enter left forward 
the GENTLEWoMAN. She glides in. 
She is smiling. Her expression is 
scared, vacant, child-like. Not un- 
happy. Her hat has slipped to one 
side. She holds the glass of water 
in her hand. stupEntT gazes at her. 
She passes in front of him. At this 
moment enter right back the actor. 
He is taking a cigarette from his case. 
actor. By the by. Those girls .. . 
sTUDENT [With a_ silencing motion. Softly]. 
Bali. 
actor [Seeing the GENTLEWoMAN. Much moved. 
His voice scarcely a murmur]. Oh...my... 
sweet ... saint. [He goes towards her. She stops. 
Glances at him without recognition. Then passes on.| 
GENTLEWOMAN [Jn a small soft thin voice, and with 
a quick movement of the eyes, glancing now here, now 
there, as though questioning people, the air, the trees, 
everything]. The way? The way? [The two men 
look at each other. They speak in low voices.| 
stupENT. What will you do? 
actor. What can one do? Watch. [He moves 
after her.| 
sTuDENT [Gazing]. But sostrange . . . You know 
why ? 
[Slight pause. actor shrugs his shoulders. 
actor. These things happen. I know nothing. 
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[He rejoins cENTLEWoMAN, who still glides on, and is 
now nearly out. With a gesture implying helplessness. 
speaks over his shoulder to srupENT.] Good-night. 

[He follows her out. In the distance the 
band still plays. 

sTuDENT [Slowly. In a low voice]. These things 
happen. 

[He turns towards the seat. As he does 
so, across the back pass the Girt and 
the yrounc MAN. They are dancing. 
She is laughing, softly, happily. He 
is whispering something in her ear. 
For a moment stupENT stands watch- 
ing them. Then goes quietly on. 
As they dance out left he sits down. 
Glances at his book. Is about to 
open it, when he stops. Listens. 
Looks up into the branches left.| 

sTuDENT [Softly]. Still . . . [He remains gazing.] 
Tap, tap. Tap, tap. [He gives a light sigh. 
Opens his book. Reads slowly]: Stalk - eyed 


Crustacea. 


CURTAIN 
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